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FOREWORD 

These  verses  come  from  the  remote  islands  and 
capes  of  the  west  where  light  is  still  heroic.  They 
are  long  for  reasons  of  the  sun  and  the  slow  burning 
of  candles.  They  are  meant  to  be  chanted  as  music 
is  still  heard  and  not  read  :   for  poetry  is  incantation. 

They  form  the  Introduction  and  the  Conclusion 
of  a  poem  embracing  the  entire  Cuchullin  saga  and 
the  wars  of  the  western  and  northern  kingdoms  for 
supremacy.  But  it  is  well  that  the  mythological 
world  should  remain  clouded  and  that  the  fords  are 
deep. 

Golden  Water,  1921. 
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CONCOBAR 

i 

A  thousand  years, 

Tyrannic  sea-kings  reigned  in  Irrus  Domain, 

Fierce  warriors  of  the  western  duns,  bastioned 

On  samphire  crags,  the  cormorants'  screamy  cradle 

Above  the  shattering  thunder  of  the  surge  ; 

But  clouded  on  the  mountains  their  cromlechs  loomed 

Along  black-watered  plains  where  inland  kings 

Had  hewn  in  fire  and  storm  their  barren  reign 

From  ancient  rocks  of  battle,  iron  spears 

Thickening  their  cantreds  like  black  mountain-woods 

Against  the  sundown,  from  whose  kingly  race 

Arrogant  with  their  years  among  great  clans 

Of  chieftains,   emblazed   with   torques   and   massive 

shields 
Of  blackened  gold,  their  ranks  of  chariots,  harpers 
And  warriors,  hound-like,  their  names,  their  swords 
Long  hammered  in  loud  song  came  Concobar, 
High-king  of  Ulad. 

Mighty  his  kingdom 
Against  the  dawn. 

As  when  a  sudden  gale 
Breaks  on  rough  bracken  mountains,  water-dug 
With  rain-black  boglands  and  hoarse  cataracts 
Within  ground-rumbling  glens,  a  lonely  eagle 
Huddled  upon  a  whistling  crag,  half-winged 
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Against  the  blackening  air  and  fiercely  watching 
Through  storm-red  eyes  from  barer  mountain  crags, 
Jutted  like  capes  into  great  floating  glooms, 
The  dismal  sleeted  tarns  and  branch-crashed  forests 
Herded  by  frightened  elks,  sees  through  dark  pines — 
A  land  of  vast  rain-overshadowed  plains 
Stripped  by  slow  ploughing  rivers,  barren  rocks 
Warted  with  iron  raths  and  wooded  slopes 
Changed  into  pasturing  clouds,  or  grass-green  fields 
That  brighten  swiftly  in  chill  yellow  storms 
Of  racing  sunlight  as  rich  miles  of  wheat, 
Beyond  dark  boglands  glittering  with  water 
Low  purplish  mountain-peaks  against  the  world 
Brooding  with  clouded  thunder  and  seeing  at  last 
That  mighty  kingdom  vanish  into  blackness, 
With  great  reared  wings  roars  on  the  blast,  its  mate 
Eyried  in  rushing  storm — 

Yet  mightier 
Was  seen  the  land  of  Concobar 

Seaward  it  spread 
With  clouding  peaks  and  murmurous  jagged  coasts 
Into  the  four  winds  from  the  grey  sunned  waters 
Of  Ara  where  low  clans  of  curraghs  bobbed 
Like  seals  around  the  reefs  and  gusts  were  white 
Upon  the  wavetops,  while  barefooted  girls 
Carried  along  the  ebbing  rocks  their  creels 
Of  carragheen  dripping  with  gleams  where  kelp 
Burning  slow  fogs  of  sunlight  down  the  bays 
Of  sea-lost  rivers  fill  the  night  with  fire  ; 
Beyond,  the  rocky  seagull-flighted  headlands 
Where  in  tough  grasses  murmuring  like  arrows, 
Spearsmen  of  Concobar  that  had  pursued 
A  great  sea-eagle's  shadow  from  the  glens, 
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Had  seen  the  pale  green  waters,  far  below 

Sworded  with  wavering  gold  and  sunset  isled 

Along  a  saffron  shoal  of  westward  cloud 

And  hurrying  down  into  the  narrow  twilight 

Of  pinewoods,  in  the  sedge  of  wild  starred  glens 

Speered   eels   by   rushlight   and   dreamed   of  white- 

maned  waves 
Neighing  round  Tirnanogue  ;    remote  sea-mountains 
Of  Malinmore,  beyond  dark  surging  cliffs 
Against  the  skies'  gray  edge  where  crannied  sea-winds 
Screamed,  mighty  forelands  of  the  stormful  isle 
Of    Rathlin    where    through    blackening    waves    the 

sunlight 
Lurches  in  icy  spray  along  the  crags 
Even  to  the  chilly,  dark,  swan'd,  waters 
Of  Sruth-na-Maoile. 

But  there  were  lonelier  regions 
Remoter  boglands  hidden  in  the  mist 
Where  the  white  rainy  drift  of  ceannavaun 
Hung  in  the  turf-black  waters  and  the  curlews 
Forever  wailed  in  the  cold  reeded  glens 
Far  in  the  unknown  night — the  barren  coasts 
Of  the  wind's  shrill  kingdom  ;   there,  on  the  ultimate 

headlands 
Plunged  in  the  moaning  voices  of  the  sea, 
The  pillar-stones  of  ancient  warrior-kings, 
That  fell  in  their  last  battle  with  the  gods, 
Crumbled,  there  on  the  desolate  capes  of  death 
Long  buried  in  storm  and  cloud. 

His  reign  was  bound 
Along  the  clouded  west  by  breaking  waves 
And  tall  bleak  mountain-stones  of  ancient  kingdoms 
Begotten  from  great  battle,  where  proud  Maeve 


4  THE  SWORD  OF  THE  WEST 

The  fierce  queen,  golden-ringed  with  torques,  looked 

forth, 
Red-speared,  from  barren  heights  upon  dark  plains, 
The  windy  land  of  Olnemachta  ;    thronging 
Their  proud  tumultuous  spears,  the  seven  clans 
Of  Maine,  the  sea-clans  clad  in  sombre  bronze 
And  dim  green  bratta,  heavy  with  large  swords 
Forged  by  the  gloomful  Firbolgs  chained  with  night 
From  their  dead  giant  race  ;    within  her  raths 
The  roar  of  tribes,  of  torches,  chanting  druids, 
Bent  women  stitching  leather  in  thick  shields  ; 
The  clattering  of  looms  and  deep  tense  murmur 
Of  coming  war  ;    far-off,  uplandish  clans, 
Shouting  the  hills  with  cattle  forays,  saw 
Bare  mountain  gaps  where  Doirche,  the  usurper, 
Mated  fierce  loves  between  his  spears — the  sea 
Narrow  beyond  the  lower  glens  ;    cantreds 
Beyond  Sliav  Mish,  where  in  thick  sunset  fumes 
Smouldering  from  topmost  crags  down  hidden  glens 
Meave,  the  Half-Red,  crouched  with  lonely  broods 
Of  blackening  spears  and  the  dark  waterish  bogs, 
No  man  had  wandered,  where  Fearcu,  the  Hounded, 
Ruled  monstrous  clans  ;    wild  sally  glens  that  hid 
Clan  Ernain,  the  raths  of  Temair  and  southward 
A  mighty  kingdom  of  black  ocean'd  mountains 
Where  Curoi  sat  in  thunder. 

Fertile  the  land 
Of  Concobar. 

His  power  was  furrowed  in  the  earth 
At  dawning,  there  were  grasslands,  clouded  plains 
Forests,  the  pastures  of  the  shadowed  hawk  ; 
Lambs  tugged  the  ewes'  full  dugs  and  uddered  cows 
Lowed  through  the  milky  dew  ;    in  summer  time 
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Heather-brown  honey  dripped  from  mountain  trees 
And  thick  in  tangled  nets  gray  tumbling  salmon 
Dragged  the  lake  curraghs  down  ;   the  Samhain  came 
Lushly    with    blackbirds    through    wild-red-appled 

glens, 
Slow    breezes    pushed    knee-deep    through    barley, 

droves 
Of  swine  trampled  in  acorn-fattened  oakwoods 
And  the  shake  of  a  nut-clustered  hazel  filled 
Pattering  vats. 

Fruitful  his  reign. 

Ramparted 
In  clouds  the  mighty  Rath  cf  Concobar 
Loomed.      Great  resounding  causeways  reeled  dense 

clans 
Galloping  under  trumpets  when  strange  spears 
Lit  westward  and  with  war.      There  jostling  kerns, 
Swarmed,  clansmen  bearing  eric  loads  of  shields 
Whose    weight    might    stumble    climbing    bullocks 

tribes 
Of  proud  stern  chieftains,  shrilly  gossiping  giollas  ; 
Below,  a  hawk's  descent,  a  darkening  land 
Rumbled  with  bulls  along  the  broad  slow  rivers  : 
The  plain  of  Emain  Macha— named  from  her 
Who  stood,  a  goddess,  tall  and  virginal, 
In  sudden  sunlight  once,  her  hair  unbound 
Like  yellow  brass  upon  her  ample  breasts 
Before  stern  Duvthach  as  he  watched  his  goats 
Upon  wild  crags  above  a  crooked  glen — 
Where  scarce  a  magpie  came  or  late  green  buds 
Upon  the  thorns — and  for  a  summer  kept 
His  jealous  bed  until  in  a  place  of  spears, 
Braggart  with  mead,  he  mouthed  abundant  praise 
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Of  her  long  supple  body  and  its  speed, 

Thence  dragged  through  mocking  clans  before  the 

King, 
And  she,  grey-smiled,  unwomaned  by  her  love, 
Though  heavy-burdened  in  her  womb,  outran 
The  uncharioted  mares  of  Concobar 
And  fainting  beyond  the  thudded  dust,  brought  forth 
Unshapen  twins  and  from  the  mountain-clouds 
A  druid  voice  across  the  plains  called  down 
The  curse  of  Dana  on  the  sombre  clans  : 
In  their  most  perilous  hour  at  rath  or  ford, 
The  weakness  of  women  in  first  childbed. 

So 
Great  Concobar  had  reigned  within  the  race 
Of  ancient  kings  ;    confederate  with  spears 
And  massive  shields  against  surrounding  kingdoms 
The   proud   Crave   Ruadh  ;      chief  of  their  greater 

clans 
Great  Conall  Cearnach,  noble-breasted,  scarred 
With  generous  battle.      Closer  to  him  lay 
His  sword  than  woman.      He,  in  the  dismal  end 
Of  smouldering  lands  would  mourn  the  perished  clan 
Of  Conary.      No  pillar-stone  was  his. 
Laeghaire  the  lavish,  Ulan,  Iliach, 
Conlongas  Mor,  bronze-sworded  Ilgarech, 
Grave  Ferdia  the  sorrowful  and  Fergus 
Brooding  his  kingly  flight,  the  faithless  Celthach 
And  Fedlimid  from  grassier  kingdoms  ;    many 
Whose  westward  names  are  lonely  cairns  ;    darker 
With  fate,  the  proud  unhappy  clan  of  Usnach. 
They  for  one  woman  died  and  gave  all  harps 
Their  sorrow. 

Through  great  years  the  King  had  reigned 
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'Twixt    door   and    steamy    cauldron  ;     for    his    dead 

mother 
Gave  him,  grown  of  her  bone,  in  her  fierce  milk 
Rage  like  forged  spears  to  overcome  his  foes 
And  hurl  their  chariots  in  the  raven's  path, 
And   kinghood,   who   on   her  wine-hot   breasts   had 

lured 
The  love-sick  Fergus  with  a  woman's  guile, 
Unkingdomed  him  and  throned  her  stripling  ;    he 
Gathering  strength  as  the  ringed  sap  of  oaks 
Against  the  unskied  storms,  in  after  years 
Gave  battle  on  the  ridges  of  the  glens, 
By  night  and  treacherous  exultant  torches, 
Till  Fergus  fled  into  the  rain-grey  dawn, 
White-lipped,    slack-rein'd,    with    a    score    broken 

horsemen, 
Grey  phantoms  galloping  through  greyer  mist 
All  day  across  wild  boglands  where  no  tree 
Clouded  a  green  gleam  in  the  ceaseless  rain 
And  dim  reeks  drizzled  through  the  scudding  north  : 
Fiercely  rowelling  the  hot  froths  of  their  horses 
And  floundering  through  narrow  lakes  of  sunset 
Blood-red  against  black  reeds,  unbridled  with  night 
They  stumbled  down  a  plashy  glen  of  cromlechs 
Stark  in  the  starlight,  and  with  starven  cries 
Clamoured  against  the  brazen  gate  of  Maeve's 
High  rath,  and  she,  armed  queen  among  the  torches 
Of  her  great  threshold,  scorning  an  outcast  lover 
Succoured  him,  smiling  ;    as  the  grinding  stone 
To  the  spear's  sparky  top  he  bent,  long  brooded 
Vengeance  and  dried  the  faggots  of  unkindled  hate 

So  rose  at  length  great  wars  and  desolation. 
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From  Cruachan  to  the  kingdomless  sea-mountains 
Of  dark  Muirthemne. 

When,  with  sounding  years 
Great  Ulad  and  the  westward  kingdoms  forged 
Their  spears  ;    Cathva,  the  mighty  druid,  dreamed 
Upon  the  Plain  of  Sacrifice  where  fire 
Half  saw  the  carven  forms  of  demigods 
Hammered  in  gold  from  Lugnaquillia,  he 
Heard,  swifter  than  a  hound  an  unborn  hero 
Flame  from  the  loud  edges  of  the  kingdom, 
And  as  he  slept,  three  nights  a  blood-red  cloud 
Brooded  above  pale  Emain  of  the  Kings, 
And  from  the  night  the  ocean  shield  of  Concobar 
Awakening  with  a  slow  foam-thickened  roar, 
The  great-bay'd  waves  of  westward  forelands  breaking 
In  sullen  echoes  from  its  throated  bronze, 
Thrice  muttered  kingly  danger  to  the  land. 


li 


High  in  the  whitish  speckling  of  the  dawn 
Above  the  wild  dark  bogs  the  skylarks'  song 
Shook  cold  dew  from  the  air  while  by  dim  lakes 
The  watery  osiers  murmured.      Far  beneath 
The  grassy  clouded  beanns  the  light  rain  crossed 
The  grey  gap  of  the  wind  and  blackbird  glens 
Were  deep  in  sally  boughs  where  hidden  bees 
Eat  wintered  honey  and  streams  lightly  swam 
Round  sedgy  islands  blossoming  through  white  sloes 
Into  the  salmon  creek. 

Then  from  the  glens 
Of  Ulad  came  the  joyous  song  of  spearmen 
Murmuring,  lush  as  drenching  branches — 

"  Oro  ! 
Brighten,  bring,  the  spears  of  the  spring 
And,  while  clear  thrushes  sing,  O  women,  sweep 
Your  floors  and  near  the  sheep,  pull  thin  deep  rushes 
And  spin  white  wool  :    for  over  Slievereagh 
Haw-ked  sunrays  hover  in  the  water-light 
Below  the  grousy  heather  and  cranes  wade 
In  the  rainy  pool.      Who  twist  the  heavy  fish 
With  sallies  peeled  from  Druim-da-leish,  who  steal 
Chasing  wild  wings  through  the  valley  when    they 

hear 
The  mountain  boar  ?      O  then  shrill  giollas  whistle 
Their    beagles    through    the    grass    where    soft    rain 

souses 

Green  hazel  boughs  and  clambering  the  rocks 

•j 
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Climb  near  the  drowsing  eagle.      O  the  clean  green 

spears 
Of  the  springtime  !  " 

Far  away  their  voices  hunted 
The  skies  and  women  in  the  lowland  grass 
Sat  quietly  turning  beneath  green  watery  sallies 
Stream-murmuring  spindles.      There  on  a  day 
Came  the  white  Dectora  and  with  a  song 
Span  her  wild  dreams  in  April  wool  and  pushed 
Her  spinning  wheel  into  an  easy  croon 
And  when  through  greying  fields  the  stars  and  corn- 
crakes came 
And  candles  lit  within  her  broidered  grianaun 
She  sweetlv  called  : 

"  O  women,  tell  old  ranns 
Of  love  around  me,  now  children  are  abed, 
And  tell  of  kings  and  warriors  long  ago 
That  loved  and  I  will  dream  of  Sualtem  : 
Sworded  he  is,  I'll  think,  and  his  great  voice 
Deep  as  a  hound  and  fierce  :    perhaps  he  hastens 
Beyond  the  galloped  clans  through  plunging  waters, 
Wondering  of  me.      O,  I  will  slowly  bind 
My  hair  with  twisted  bronze  at  dawn  and  come 
Into  the  sun  and  look  on  him,  if  he 
Be  king'd  above  his  clans  !  " 

And  so  they  told 
Old   ranns   their  spinning-wheels  heard  long  ago — 
How  Aongus  sung  and  sorrowed  for  his  love 
A  hundred  years  in  the  wet  grassy  woods 
Under  green  boughs  and  saw  through  hazel  ways 
Her  mournful  gaze  and  how  they  sweetly  flew 
By  lake  and  hazelwood  as  sad  white  swans 
Seeking  an  island  creek  where  sallies  hang 
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Above  pale  floating  stars,  these  sad  dim  tales 
Of  love  ;    how  Etaun  came  from  fairy  hills 
When  early  dawnlight  in  the  pale  cold  east 
Drew  the  frail  watery  blossom  through  the  dark 
Branch  of  the  sloe  and  gave  her  love  to  rouse 
Grave  Eochaid  Baun  with  joy—  but  sorrow  came  ; 
Midir,  her  fairy  spouse  hid  in  Moymell, 
Climbed  like  a  hawk  the  gray  ridge  of  the  world 
And  standing  in  the  loud  royal  dun,  a  proud 
Tall  yellow-bearded  king  from  a  strange  land, 
Claimed  her,  sweet-named,  and  her  red  hungered  lips 
Knew  his,  how  dim  with  tears  she  ran  to  him 
Murmuring  fears  and  into  their  fairy  past 
They  vanished  from  the  cry  of  rowdy  spears, 
And  staring  crowds  heard  in  the  raftered  air 
Sorrowful  laughter  following  them  ;    strange  tales 
Of  the  great  Danaan  kings,  of  silver  Nuada 
Isled  in  the  gleaming  lakes,  of  Lugh  the  proud, 
The  lonely,  wandering  through  woods  ;   and  Dectora 
Knowing  she  was  most  beautiful  in  Ulad, 
Laughed    lowly    and    murmured    with    the    beading 

rushlight 
For  the  great  clans  that  walked  in  rain-green  woods 
And  raised  her  head  with  pride  :   for  these  were  days 
When  Deirdre,  the  sorrowful,  was  unborn  : 
She,  too,  in  a  stray  glen  would  hear  these  tales 
And  cry  for  the  old  loves  nor  know  herself 
More  beautiful  and  that  cold  women  would  heap 
Treasure  of  kings  around  her  naked  feet, 
Wild  raiment  of  grass-green  wool  and  silver  deerskin, 
And  lift  a  lonely  jewel  on  her  brow 
To  be  a  queen,  nor  how  in  torchlit  Emain 
Fearing  her  beauty  more  than  Concobar 
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Between  his  leering  spears  and  wild  with  love 

She  would  know  the  sorrow  of  brown  leaning  sails 

Upon  blown  waters  and  in  her  love  and  weary 

Trouble  the  piteous  spears  of  goodly  clans 

And  bring  them  death  and  Ulad's  mighty  kingdom, 

Ruin,  but  these  were  the  green  rainy  days  of  spring 

When  Dectora  was  beautiful  in  Ulad, 

Dectora  who  was  now  proud  and  drowsed  with  ranns 

Of  the  lonely  Sidhe  and  murmuring  : 

"  These  are 
Old  hazel  tales  of  the  woods  and  of  old  loves 
And  some,  though  kings,  unhappy,  unbeloved," 
Being  half  asleep.      But  in  the  darker  hours 
Her  bed  growing  strange  with  dreams  of  man  she  rose 
And  wandered  beautiful  and  wild  from  dawn 
Through  hawkling  woods  all  day  and  with  a  spear 
Crooned  sadly  through  the  sun-green  hazel  boughs 
And  cold  with  twilight  in  the  creepy  dew 
Wept  with  the  darkening  ferns.  .  .  . 

With  running  laughter 
Her  cailins  came  out  of  the  grassy  morning 
Calling  her,  and  fierce  hawks  rose  from  the  trees 
Around  them.      Rushing  down  the  rocky  glenside 
They  sobbed  among  the  grumbling  kerns  and  pulled 
Their     tumbling     hair     about     them,     moaning : 

"  Ochone ! 
Ochone !  " 

A  man  looked  from  thin  trees,  his  eyes 
Green  as  a  crow's,  and  cried  : 

"  O  sorrowful  men, 
From  the  woods  where  the  clan  of  hawklings  scream 
Above  the  bronze-green  waters,  Aongus  Oge 
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Came  up  at  dawn  and  men  in  stony  furrows 
Upon  the  hilltops,  saw  him  brightly  leap 
Along  the  stepping-stones  of  many  lakes 
And  flame  into  the  south  !  " 

A  wild  cry  rose 
For  in  the  rumbling  air  the  chariot 
Of  Concobar  loomed  like  a  thundercloud 
And  a  great  voice  resounded  through  the  glen  : 

"  Who  are  these  women  keening  by  the  river  ?  " 

And  one  cried  from  his  spear  : 

"  O  mighty  Druid, 
They  wail  for  Dectora,  the  sister  of  the  King  !  ' 
The  galloping  roar  passed 
And  on  the  heights  of  Emain  crowding  spears 
Flashed  evil  sunlight  far  away. 

At  nightfall 
Among  their  shadowy  clans  the  gathered  chieftains 
Wrapt  in  black  gloomy  bratta  leaned  on  spears  : 
Great  torches  burning  on  the  edge  of  night 
Flung  thicker  blackness  round  them.      Mighty  they 

seemed 
As  Firbolgs  come  from  their  dark  mountain  cairns, 
Around  the  Rath  of  Druids.      The  bellowing 
Of  great  dim  bulls  moved  through  the  greyish  plains 
Below  the  wind,  and  churlish  Briccriu  cried  : 

"  O  Warriors  !      It  is  this  haughty  Maeve, 
This  tall-speared  queen  that  walks  among  the  sea- 
gulls 
By  Cruachan's  stony  tide,  her  thick-set  brows 
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Banded  with  large  red  bronze  out  of  the  sea, 
Her  great  breasts  heavy  with  no  woman's  milk, 
But  ancient  hate,  this  Maeve,  whose  jealous  clans 
Watch  the  far  mountains  of  the  north  and  top  them 
With  wordy  cromlechs,  it  is  she  that  laid 
The  hands  of  spies  on  Dectora.      I  hear 
Great  clans  in  battle  and  the  prouder  bronze 
Throbbing  in  spears.      O  Sualtem,  this  is 
No  girlish  bed,  but  war  !  " 

Out  of  the  night 
Rose  Sualtem  looking  on  him  with  strange  eyes, 
Blood  on  his  beard,  around  him  shielded  Celthach, 
Illaun  and  Imrinn  of  the  red-black  clan 
Of  Rudraige  came,  but  as  he  slowly  raged 
A  clouded  sound  of  druids  rose  from  Emain  : 

''  O  King,  the  hammered  bronze  is  druidless, 
The  torchlit  waters  darken,  smoke  is  heavy 
With  blood  of  slaves,  for  the  stone  drips  no  wisdom. 
The  cairns  know  Dectora  and  she  has  fled 
In  storm.      But  let  a  s wordless  stranger  face 
Westward  into  the  hidden  mountains,  gather 
Their  wisdom  and  return  when  rowan  branches 
Are  redder  than  the  dawn  !  " 

A  kingly  voice 
Arose  : 

"  O  Cathva,  no  wisdom  but  dark  greatness 
Upon  this  barren  kingdom,  and  horsemen 
Looming  from  clouds  of  battle.      In  the  night 
Along  the  burning  hills  the  clans  of  fate 
Hawking  the  woods  made  savage  feast  and  sang 
Ultimate  doom.     Yea,  let  their  thunder  darken 
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This  cape  ;    this  loud  revenging  kingdom  lift 
With  fiercer  spears  like  mountain  eagles  winged 
Against  the  storm,  this,  this,  is  greatness,  the  gate 
Of  life,  and  the  great  clan  of  men,  the  earth's 
Old  brood,  battling  with  demigods  in  pride 
From  darkness,  turning  with  sun-filled  eyes,  becomes 
Unhuman.      For  to  be  noble,  proud,  is  mightiest 
And  flame — the  weir  of  storm  !  " 

It  ceased 
And,  silent,  beneath  the  torches  of  their  clans 
The  chieftains  slowly  gazed  into  the  night. 


Ill 


Concobar  within  a  night  of  storm, 

Held  feast :    upon  his  breast  a  great  red  jewel 

Eyed  the  darkness  :    solemn  and  vague  forms 

Towered  around  him    sombre  rank  by  rank, 

Into  the  fiery  twilight  of  their  spears 

Grasping  in  their  wine-hands  an  iron  mace 

Among  the  shadows  of  their  mantled  shields  : 

Beneath  dim  wolf-skinned  walls  the  mighty  clans 

Were  sworded,  for  the  royal  usurper  dreamed 

Of  ancient  wars,  and  as  his  shadow  grasped 

A  sudden  spear,  the  devastating  wind 

Screamed  at  the  bronze  doors  with  a  woman's  voice 

And  shook  the  listening  feast. 

There  the  high  bards 
Gathered  beneath  the  torches,  heavy  with  song 
And  golden  torques,  around  them  clans  of  harpers, 
Their  wandering  silent  fingers  in  unplayed  strings  : 
Among  the  ollaves,  Sencha,  wise  in  kingcraft : 
But  sunk  in  deeper  gloom  than  smoke,  the  druids 
Chanted  around  the  mighty  Cathva,  dark 
And  drowsing  in  his  centuries. 

Between 
Black  cauldrons  brimming  with  low  scalded  light 
Like   bubbling  kelp,   glooms  moved  through  heavy 

flares, 
And  giollas,  cupped  with  droning  methers,  swarmed 
Into  the  feast. 

There  rising  with  a  harp 
Athirne*  sang, 

16 
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"  O  Concobar, 
Far  down  the  kingdom  of  black  capes,  the  waves 
Dash,  seagull-white  with  foam  !       The  cold  winds 

roar 
Like  weirs  between  dark  pine- woods  in  pouring  glens 
And  the  waking  mole  digs  deeper  in  the  clay  : 
Only  the  hungered  stag  with  belling  antlers 
Roams  the  dark  splashing  woods  through  stormful 

grass  : 
With  freezing  wings  upon  the  shaken  ledges 
The  eagles  cower  from  the  flashing  eyes 
Of  darkness.      Who  dare  come  at  stormfall,  wise 
As  salmon,  from  the  ocean-smouldering  sunset 
Into  these  dark  rivers  or  tell  of  ancient  war 
And  Dectora  long  dead  ?  " 

But  Conn  all  arose 
Above  the  shadowed  clans  : 

"  O  Concobar, 
Let  there  be  song,  burning  of  candles,  harps, 
Lest  one  come  from  the  flooded  darkness,  stumble 
On  silence." 

So  Fercertne  slowly  sang  : 

'  I  have  heard  the  voice  of  the  unmated  wren 
At  dawn  and  I  have  dreamed  by  lonely  waters 
Under  south  shadows  where  the  Beautiful, 
The  Sworded,  brood  on  war,  their  clouded  brows 
Like  silver  gleaming  granite,  and,  O  King, 
I,  who  have  wandered,  know  there  is  no  wisdom, 
No  wisdom,  but  in  song  and  a  song's  way  : 
The  deep-cut  ogham  crumbles  into  rain 
And  dead  stones  topple  into  the  cold  gray  skies 
From   misted  cairns.      The  songless  arc  unkinged 
c 
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Though  they  be  kings,  and  ragged  beggars  whistling 
Their  trudging  feet  along  a  road,  more  rich  : 
For  song  begotten  on  the  mountain  reeds 
Is  wisdom  and  a  sword  !  " 

The  great  clans  murmured 
But  kindling  from  that  torch  another  chanted 
Above  the  tumult : 

"  In  the  grey  of  dawn 
I  wandered  by  the  bay  of  Easodaire  : 
Above  the  blueish  sloes  a  drowsy  stag 
Cried  from  the  seamew  crags  of  Knocknerae 
And  salmon  swam  the  rivertide  and  I  heard 
A  fisherman  beyond  the  ebbing  strand 
Where  wailing  seabirds  webbed  the  bare  grey  waters, 
As  he  sailed  the  breeze,  as  he  sang  of  Mannanaun, 
And  the  voice  of  a  lonely  eagle  stand 
Upon  the  clouded  mountains  far  away  : 
But  when  white  sunlight  ran  along  the  waves 
Out  in  the  windy  bay,  I  heard  wild  deer 
Bound    far,    and   the   shouting   spearsmen    and   the 

hounds 
Of  Maeve  in  the  land  of  Concobar  !  " 

Deep  swords 
Unsheathed  anger  ;    in  the  muttering  rafters 
Storm  grouped  until  another  sang  their  king  : 

"  The  geldings  of  Concobar  are  bridled  with  gold, 
Their  bits  are  of  jangled  bronze,  their  chariots 
Are  wheeled  with  storm.  Within  his  raths  there  are 
Trumpets  of  massive  bronze  no  lips  have  blown 
And  battle-graven  swords,  dull  bubbling  cauldrons 
Embowelled  with  hammered  bronze  ransacked  in 
glens  ; 
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There  are  grey  fragile  urns  from  lonely  cairns, 

And  fairest  there,  one  named  of  Fionnavar, 

The  daughter  of  an  ancient  queen  who  heard 

Hill-music  long  ago,  pale-browed  was  she 

And  tall,  drowsily  pulling  her  tumblesome  hair 

With  gentle  combs,  and  sadly,  too,  she  sang 

A  suantree,  and  from  the  dim  lake-islands 

Voices  of  lonely  spinning-women  rose 

In  lullabies  ;    she  died  and  it  was  shaped  by  hands 

Of  tenderness,  and,  fashioned  in  sad  clay, 

Still  delicately  graven  and  still  touched 

To  frailer  beauty  than  the  passing  tremble 

Of  a  green  summer's  fern.      Stores  of  finndrinna 

Whiter  than  spume  on  the  spindle  of  the  wind 

Beneath  a  freezing  moon,  lumps  of  cairngorm 

Larger  than  the  grasp  of  an  eagle's  claw 

Gleam  slowly  and  the  light  and  troubled  gloom 

Of  sea-green  jade." 

But  storms  of  battle  flamed 
The  clans,  and  darker,  fiercer  ollaves  sang 
With  iron  harps  of  Miledh  battling  gods, 
The  kingdoms  of  the  night  where  druid  shadows 
Swayed  like  coiled  eels  in  the  torch-deepened  waters, 
And  of  the  mountain  cromlechs,  the  mighty  reign 
Of  Ugaine  Mor  ;    thick  lusting  clans,  storm-driven 
As  curraghs  from  the  landward  rage  of  Laegaire  Lore 
Looming  like  his  sea-cairn  in  after  years 
Of  darkness  ;    Lara,  fiercer  Duach  Lagra, 
Great  Dega,  chariot-roaring  through  Dalradia, 
Clans,    burning   in    flight,    stormed    by    the    mighty- 
spears 
Gathering,  from  black  sea-thundered  Malinmore 
To  loud  Mid-Luachra,  avenging  clans 
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Of  Rudraege  Mor,  high  king  of  darkest  Ulad  : 
His  fiery  seed,  great  Concobar. 

A  voice 
Cried  kingward  : 

"  Let  them  have  richly  imaged  gold, 
Torques  that  might  clasp  a  woman's  slender  throat, 
Cows  uddered  in  lush  grass,  a  dreamy  hill 
High  as  the  wild  bee  flies,  and  no  cloud  comes, 
Silence,  a  place  of  feast,  and  him  who  wills — 
A  sword.      For  I  have  come,  O  Concobar, 
With  great  wisdom  from  the  cairns  of  night." 
And  through  the  darker  hours  that  fearless  voice 
Sang  loudly  to  the  rushing  harps  of  storm 
Above  the  silent  chieftains  and  their  clans  : 

"  Grey  horsemen  of  the  dawn,  a  fiery  track 
Was  on  far  inland  waters  as  I  passed 
The  granite  causeways  rutted  with  old  wars 
From  slumbering  Emain  Macha  and  below 
The  silent  plains  were  flowing  through  deep  mist  ; 
Wrapt  in  a  mantle  heavy  with  pelting  rain 
Beneath  grey  bushes  I  waded,  swordless,  unknown, 
Through  flooded  dews,  but  when  the  sleeting  light 
Trampled  the  river  and  lost  mountains  peeled 
Against  the  racing  skies  and  their  high  weirs 
Burned  silver,  across  the  grassing  plains  I  saw 
The  running  hurlers  sinewed  with  fierce  sunlight  leap 
Into  the  wind  of  their  camauns  ;    they  mocked  me 
And  I  passed  their  bright  heaped  spears,  their  shouts, 
The  hills  of  many  chieftains,  gabbling  fords 
Where  kerns   drove  stumbling  mares   beyond   deep 

fields 
Of  greyish  barley  smoking  in  the  wind, 
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And    walked     with    many    days    through    drizzling 

heather 
In  glens  where  lonely  women  dabbled  wool 
Upon  the  river  stones,  and  followed  clouds 
Overshadowing  plains  where  only  shrill  winds 
Herded  the  grasses  and  the  land  grew  strange 
And  deeper  in  untrodden  bracken. 

Once 
In  a  brown  glen  I  heard  a  barefoot  girl 
That  drove  the  noisy  geese  with  a  green  osier 
Along  a  boreen  crooning  to  herself  : 

1  Above  the  mountain  tops  the  goose-white  clouds 
Gleam  cut  across  the  purple-heathered  bogs 
Where  the  streams  rise  and  with  red  heavy  berries 
Burning  upon  the  ridges  of  the  hills 
The  rowans  hang  above  the  glens  of  Lughnasa. 
Sweetness  is  there  and  the  warm  yellow  days, 
Speckling  of  thrushes  and  the  murmuring  bees 
In  flowers  of  the  hazel  and  the  browsing  winds 
Lost  in  the  deep  rich  grass. 

O,  to  be  there 
Without  grief,  without  care,  though  an  eagle's  flight 

beyond 
Lugh  stride  unclouded  on  the  fiery  beanns 
And  in  their  purple  underworld  the  gods 
Begin  to  move.' 

And  as  she  sang  in  sorrow 
I  saw  no  lonely  girl,  no  flock  of  geese, 
But  the  gray  rushes  bending  in  the  waters. 
Yet  had  I  slept  by  the  rowans  of  that  valley 
I   would  make  so  sweet  a  rann,   O   King,  that  men 
Would  hurry  from  rath  and  forge  and  mothers  leave 
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Their  laughing  cradles  :    they  would  see 

The  clans  of  the  air  and  those  with  heavy  womb 

Bear  comelier  children. 

Through  the  brown  heather  brightening  after  rain 

I  crossed  the  barren  highlands.      There,  like  snipe 

In  the  low  gleams  of  evening  darting  winds 

Rippled  the  long  grasses  to  watery  silver, 

And  far  away  a  greyish  haze  of  mountains 

Gleamed  through  the  pale  white  sunset-clouds. 

As  the  rivers  in  the  valley  below 

Rise  with  the  far  hidden  tides  of  the  sea 

I  felt  the  ancient  gods  and  all  the  night 

I  heard  the  murmuring  of  great  dim  waters 

Forever  flowing  seaward. 

With  the  dawn 
I  heard  from  windward  crags  the  heavy  surge 
Of  forests  breaking  :    I  wandered  down  unharmed 
As  runnels  where  the  gnarled  clans  of  great  oak 
Gloomed   with   their  slow   green   moons   and   fierce 

black  boars 
Sank  deep  in  mast  and  under  midnight  yew 
Where   no   bird   sleeps.       Deep   through   the   rainy 

glades 
At  twilight  in  the  slush  the  feeding  deer 
Eared  silence  and  faded  through  dim  misting  ways. 
Sometimes    with    hawks    through    narrow    birching 

sunlight 
I  wandered  till  woods  fell  asleep.      Breaking 
Through  riper  woods  I  came  with  full  green    days 
And  sought  white  Dectora  by  song.      Only 
Thick  handfuls  of  brown  hazel  nuts  hung  down 
Deep  boughs  ;   far  off  I  saw  bright  grassing  sunlight 
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Under  the  branches  and  fern-like  rowan  leaves 
Drinking  the  sky — 

I  stood  upon  the  wood's 
Green  shore. 

At  sunset  a  great  druid  mist 
Crept  from  the  mountains  like  gray  sleep.     All  night 
I  dreamed,  and  in  my  dream  came  to  the  ledges 
Of  early  dawn  and  far  below  me  lay 
A  deep  green  valley  rivering  through  grey  mist  : 
And  as  I  wandered,  One  passed  by  with  eyes 
Brighter  than  sunlight  on  a  hawk's  poised  wings 
Above  the  valley,  and  a  frightened  blackbird 
Scuttered  out  of  the  brambles  with  guttural  sobs  : 
I  lay  beneath  high  cairns  all  day  and  watched 
The  heather-darkened  gleam  of  water-fire 
Between  grey  mountain-rocks,  and  far  below 
\Yeir-silver  flowing  through  the  sallow  tops — 
All  day.      But  when  the  red  sea-dreaming  sun 
Was  darkly  wooded  in  the  west,  I  sank 
Below  the  curlew  cries  through  heavy  dews 
Into  the  misting  valley,  and  I  saw 
A  crumbling  well  where  nine  green  hazels  swayed 
And  in  the  waters  nine  dim  shadows.      I 
Flung  as  a  thirsted  stag  the  loud  green  leaves 
Into  the  darkness  and  drank  where  slow  waters 
Stumbled  upon  the  stones.      A  river  flowed 
Beyond  the  branchy  well  into  the  night 
And  with  its  hazel  murmur,  dark  in  wisdom, 
I  crossed  the  fiery  mearing  of  the  sunset. 

All  day  beyond  thick  hazel  woods  I  lay 

Storing  wild  honey  of  thought  in  the  sun 

And  dreamed  of  Lughnasa  ;    rain-purple  beanns 
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Gleamed  through  the  heather  and  the  air  was  welled 
With  voices  of  sun-hidden  larks.      I  knew, 

0  Concobar,  the  hammered  bronze  is  vain 
When  the  great  ancient  gods  move  beautiful 
Through  earth  and  sky,  but  with  rich  dreams  of  them 
Forever  poets  in  remembering  song 

Shall  be  the  torches  of  the  darkened  world  : 

But  now  grey  berries  of  dew  grew  in  the  woods 

And  the  far  cuckoo  of  the  glens  had  left 

His  bough  with  a  low  soughing  :    I  arose 

And  went  with  starlit  brows  into  the  night. 

The  river  dropped  through  hazels  thick  with  dreams 

And  poured  the  dawn  from  dark-green-wooded  rocks 

Into  the  Valley  of  the  Wandering  Voices 

W7here  the  air  was  sweet  with  laughter  and  with  rann 

And  one  sang  : 

'  In  the  windy  ring  of  dawn 

1  flew  above  the  lark's  cold  singing  in  the  clouds 
While  the  dewy  dark  blue  pinewoods  reeled 
From  silver  mist. 

'  Wings  thickening  in  the  islands 
And  waterish  honey  dripping  from  the  boughs 
As  I  came. 

'  When  the  heather  of  the  boglands 
Turned  purpler  in  the  twilight  and  the  breezes  drove 
Dark  rushes  through  the  valley,  they  sadly  sang 
Of  dreaming  kings  and  women  of  the  cairns 
And  a  harp  that  comes  with  rushlight  when  they  love 
And  wander  in  the  grey  rath  of  the  grass.' 
One  cried  above  : 

'  O  haste.      For  far  away 
They  stray  and  light  is  with  them  and  the  birds 
In  the  valley  of  their  love. 
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And  they  sang  : 

1  When    the    wild    white    ceannavaun    was    brightly 

dancing 
And  grasses  in  the  windy  heatherlands 
Half  ran,  we  heard  them  far  below  us  deeper 
Than  the  thrushes  in  the  murmur  of  cool  boughs, 
Green  reeds  around  them  and  the  wet  of  dawn 
Upon  her  yellow  tresses  and  the  sunlight 
Spinning  silver  from  the  waters  of  the  lake. 
They  climbed  and  swiftly  gazed  on  one  another, 
The  dark  pines  sank  below  them  and  the  gleam 
Of  falling  streams,  they  pulled  the  wildish  fruit, 
The  purple  fraughan,  and  they  wandered  loud 
And  joyfully  above  the  sunning  hawk, 
Where  the  wild  white  ceannavaun  was  lightly  dancing, 
And  grasses  through  the  windy  heather  ran. 
Another  sang  : 

'  1  saw  them  when  the  dawn-light 
Went  splashing  through  the  thick  and  dewy  grass 
Beneath  a  bending  hazel  in  the  glen 
Who  now  are  walking  on  the  heights,  with  wind 
And  love  about  them  like  a  flame,  his  shield 
A  dazzle  of  broad  gold,  his  spear  a  voice 
Of  bronze  above,  and  she  beside  them  fierce 
With  tenderness  and  him. 

'  The  great  clouds  roll 
Their  querns  of  thunder  ;    in  the  sudden  storm 
The  mountain-cliffs  are  looming,  but  their  lakes 
Blaze  hidden  sunlight.      I  see  pale  Lovers  flame 
Into  the  gale.      They  mingle  in  dark  clouds, 
They  have  grown  terrible  with  love. 

'  O. none 
Have  known  the  mightiness  of  love,  for  them 
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It  is  quiet  and  fire  of  dreams,  and  at  the  last 
The  gathering  from  wild  rushes  at  starfall 
Their  bed  and  weary  sleep. 

'  O  sing  the  loss, 
For  it  is  beautiful,  of  love.' 

And  murmuring 
As  bees  along  the  valley  of  the  lakes  they  fled. 
But  when  westward  the  quiet  air  was  red 
And  winds  came  out  like  rabbits  through  the  grass 
And  on  the  greyish  hills  the  darkened  cairns 
Grew  passionate  with  their  dead,  a  sad  voice  crooned 
Deep  in  the  woods  : 

'  I  pulled  strange  boughs  around  me 
For  a  sheiling  when  the  stars  were  in  the  trees. 
They  were  thick  with   unripe  berries  and  brought 

me  dreams 
Of  birds  that  sang  among  them  long  ago, 
And  knowing  my  love  would  come  I  slowly  groped 
For  flowers  in  the  cold  grass,  and  with  their  dew 
Upon  my  hands  I  gathered  tall  dark  rushes 
Growing  between  the  waters  and  the  breeze, 
O,  whiter  than  their  pith  was  her  fair  skin. 
Coldly  to-night  the  wind  from  Malinmore 
Darkens  the  waters  and  I  am  far  away 
In  the  wandering  rain. 

'  O,  if  my  love 
Would  come  to  me,  soft  murmuring  boughs  would 

sway 
Above  us  making  sleep  and  beneath — the  deeps 
Of  grass.     And  I  would  wake  in  the  dewy  dawn 
And  take  two  hazel  spears  from  the  welling  ferns 
And  slay  a  belling  stag,  then  I  would  bring 
My  love  a  beaten  sword  of  bronze,  a  cloak 
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Wooled  on  a  spinning-wheel,  and  we  would  steal 
Between  the  hazel  boreens  of  the  wood, 
And  over  the  grey  sea  in  a  running  curragh, 
And  come  with  sunset  to  the  rocks  of  Gluairi  ; 
There  would  I  haul  my  nets  through  the  cold  waves 
And  hear  her  singing  while  small  seamews  called 
In  the  near  of  night.' 

And  I  dreamed  that  Aongus  sang  ; 
And  many  days  sang  towards  the  western  sea, 
Flaming,  and  sank.      But  on  a  stranger  day 
Within  that  gorgeous  red  hour  when  the  sun 
Becomes  a  god,  I  heard  low  voices  call : 

'  O  Love,  faint  songs  are  setting  in  the  woods 
And  sleep  hangs  in  each  flower.      Yet  Dectora 
Is  white  and  beautiful  this  hour.      She  leans 
Between  the  wet  green  shadows  where  the  grasses 
Are  deepest.' 

"  Sad,  O  Love," 

Lugh  slowly  cries 
And  passes. 

"  Sleepily  calls  the  cuckoo  now 
As  floating  dew  through  far  wild  boughs,  O  child 
Of  Ulad,  while  the  proud  grow  mild  with  love." 

Then  rose  a  curlew  voice 

«  O  Lugh, 
Beyond  the  low  woods  of  the  wild  blue  peak 
Of  cloudy  Luachra  I  saw  her  stand 
In  island  dew.      When  water-hens  flew  out 
Through  bubbling  silver  where  a  few  wild  trees 
Grew,  and  the  blossoms  halfway  down  the  rushes 
Hung  as  brown  bees,  O  then  she  ran  with  laughter 
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Along  the  rippling  stones  and  lightly  dipped 
Her  naked  feet  into  the  lake. 

'  I  hear 
A  song  rise  from  the  reedy  pools  of  silence, 
It  dreams  for  miles  around  the  Isles.' 

'  O  Love, 
I  know  a  little  island  far  away, 
Beyond  that  deep  blue  peak,  of  hazelwood, 
And  when  the  far  light  of  sunset  lingers  in  the  dew 
And  in  low  silver  rain  the  leaping  gleam 
Of  trout,  Lugh  comes  as  otters  through  the  starlight.' 

'  O  wild  clans  of  the  air,  he  rims  with  fire 
His  brazen  shield  against  the  darkening  sun, 
The  eagles  slowly  rise  in  fear. 

He  flames 
Along  the  lakes  for  Dectora.      He  peers 
Through  forests  and  the  lonely  glens 
For  Dectora.' 

"  All  day,  all  day 
I  sought  for  Dectora.      Awhile  she  stood 
Between  green  island-woods  with  beautiful 
Pale  hollow  gold  around  her  dreamful  breast 
As  a  lover's  gleaming  hands.      All  day  I  sought 
Her  with  the  yellow  wailing  hawk 
Above  the  plenteous,  streamy  hazelwoods 
Of  Glenasmole,  along  the  ferny  glens 
By  darkened  cairns  I  thought  her  songful  path 
Or  the  sedgy  rath  of  Derryvara. 

Green 
The  rowan  berries  on  the  bough,  a  cold  lake-star 
Is  falling  like  a  silver  spear.      O  haste, 
O  weary  Brightness  over  water,  in  the  glen 
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Few  cuckoos  woo  you  through  the  dew, 

Haste  with  you  through  the  long  low  dreeping  grass 

And  we  will  push  through  hazels  to  our  rush-strewn 

bed 
Beneath  a  foxglove  moon. 

When  curlews  flew 
Into  the  shadows  of  the  rainish  valley 
I  threw  my  sword  into  the  night  and  came 
Alone  with  a  green  sally  from  wet  stones, 
O  Love,  our  strength  is  welled  deep  in  the  mountains 
As  song  within  the  heart,  and  all  our  quiet 
Hangs  as  a  drowsy  eagle  near  the  stars  !  " 

Through  storm  and  night  across  thick  reeds  I  came 

Into  a  barren  land  of  cloud  by  day 

And    mountain-lifted    cromlechs,     harsh    with    the 

scream 
Of  eagles,  where  in  druid  storm  and  mist 
The  reddening  sun  went  down  with  spears. 


IV 


Storm  dwindled  and  that  loud  heroic  voice 
Moved  in  low  gloom  where  from  gaunt  iron  rings 
The  torches  guttered  into  darkness.      There 
Between  thick  gathered  spears   the   clan  of  Sualtem 
Watched  like  black  wolves  with  dripping  fangs  their 

chief 
Rise  from  the  angry  cups  : 

"  O  Concobar, 
This  nameless  harp  hides  in  the  shadows  many 
Wandering  strings.      But  where  is  Dectora 
Made  mine  in  grassing  cantreds  with  slow  herds 
Of  bullocks,  made,  in  wine  of  seven  galleys 
Grating  low  thunder  from  ebbed  shores,  in  woods 
A  hawk's  flight  from  the  dawn  ?      Have  I  not  filled 
With    spears    the    westward    islands,    plunged    with 

hounds 
And  streams  into  the  woods  ?      The  hidden  boar 
Of  Mwaolaun  knows  me.     I  have  followed  voices 
Out  of  the  hazels,  found  but  the  wide,  gray,  sedgy 
Waters.      The  rowans  take  fire,  but  Dectora 
Is  dead." 

Thunder 
Had  grasped  the  rafters  of  that  listening  hall 
And  the  heroic  voice  rose  from  ranked  shadows 
Where  like  a  dim  red  moon  the  great  jewel  waned 
Upon  the  breast  of  Concobar. 
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"  Westward 
Among  the  desolate  sea-mountains,  fire 
Still  smouldered  through  dark  water-roaring  clouds 
And  black  lake-cauldron'd  chasms  underneath 
Breathed  thick  steaming  mist  from  rimming  cliffs  ; 
Against  the  skies  a  mighty  warrior  sworded 
With  heavy  graven  gold,  proud,  cloaked  in  flame 
And  wind,  walked  on  great  plains,  his  golden  spear 
And  shield  were  burnished  with  red  sunset  gleams 
Of  copper,  round  his  godlike  brows  an  eagle 
Dark  in  their  brightness  moved  with  slowing  wings 
As  round  a  mountain  crag. 

Across  the  plains 
Far  mountainward,  I  saw  majestic  clans 
Gather  a  welded  flame  of  spears,  then  storm 
And  darkness  flashed  around  me. 

As  a  sea  gull 
Driven  like  sleet  through  the  wind-thundered  clouds 
With  feeble  screams  and  underneath  the  roar 
Of  seaward  mountains  passing  down  the  night 
I  fled  in  dreams  beyond  the  sounding  forelands 
And  islands  of  the  west  ;    there  like  the  years 
Roaring  with  gale,  king  after  shadowy  king, 
With    white-bronze-hammered    shields    that    fiercely 

mooned 
The  darkness  of  their  flighting  clans,  the  dead 
Formorian  host  swept  down  with  iron  harps 
And  hollow  laughter  ;    stallions  burned  through  night 
With  heavy  manes  in  plunging  clouds  of  breath  ; 
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The  winds  were  rutted  with  their  chariot  wheels 

Thundering  in  the  night  :    then  rose  a  voice 

Of  lamentation  and  the  fiercer  years 

Flamed  by  and  in  their  dismal  light  great  kingdoms, 

Half  rising  with  their  long-forgotten  spears, 

Their  mountains  and  thick  woods,  the  wolf's  fierce 

rath, 
Returned  and  smouldering  with  the  dim  years  sank 
Again  in  storm  and  darkness.      Only  a  piteous  voice 
Wailed  in  the  kingdomless  silence. 

A  roar 
Of  shoring  waters  surged  around  me  and  a  King 
Passed  by  in  gleaming  sea-light,  his  great  spear 
A  sea-green  star  :    across  the  ocean  darkness 
Far  glimmering  rose  and  through  the  colder  hours 
I  swiftly  winged  till  from  the  last  great  cape 
Of  the  world  I  saw  in  the  rich  gloom 
As  when  league-watered  rays  are  underwhelmed 
Within  the  sudden  ocean-flaming  dawn 
Far  gleams  of  spears  and  massive  golden  shields 
Hammered  to  gorgeousness    fade  in  a  blaze 
Of  demigods  long  ranked  in  their  own  brightness 
With  dazzling  brows  into  the  night, 

I  saw 
The  mighty  Kings,  Midir  the  Proud,  Iuchar 
Enthroned  in  golden  flame,  great  Mannanaun 
And  Aongus  burning  in  a  cloud  of  song 
WThose  voice  the  eagles  follow  as  the  sun 
And  poets  in  their  dreams,  great  Uala 
Flaming  in  gorgets  of  rich  gold,  Creide 
Bove  Derg,  cloaked  in  thunder,  Diancecht 
And  fiery  Len.      There  saw  I  the  proud  heroes 
Of  wars  too  mighty  for  the  harp  of  man 
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Lean    on    their    swords,    their    great    paps    dark    as 

wounds 
Within  their  gleaming  breasts — beneath,  their  clans 
In  twilight. 

Silverhanded  Nuada  rose, 
And   the  sea-kings   dimmed  :    as   when  the   sun   fe 

blurred 
Through   low   grey   clouds,    beyond   the   blackening 

capes 
Of  shadow,  in  one  silver  heaving  gleam 
The  foam-slowed  ocean  moves,  he  seemed  and  cried: 
"  Great  demigods  of  Dana,  we  wander,  shrill 
As  sea-gulls  feebly  groping  through  grey  mist 
Above  the  loud  weirs  of  the  sea.      O  gods, 
Unkingdomed  yet  unthrown,  calamitous  storm 
Breaks  on  these  rocks.      Be  lightning  in  the  clouds 
For  this  is  wisdom,  terrible  in  the  forge 
Of  brightness,  shaken  not  though  unfathomable  night 
Surround    you.       Fledged    with    fire    your    eagled 

thoughts 
Have  searched  the  darkness  for  their  older  gods 
And  found  them  not.      But  the  rich  root  of  pride 
Is  in  itself.      Once  ocean-dawning  clans 
Heaved  from  the  waters  with  sun-dripping  oars 
And  down  barren  capes  of  Inver  Colpa 
The  sluggish  drifting  tide  of  burning  galleys 
Hung  darkness  in  the  air.      But  from  the  battle 
Dull  thunder  slowly  rolled  from  glen  to  glen 
Against  the  wolves'  slunk  ear  and  by  the  torch 
Of  sunset  smoke  we  cairn'd  the  mountain-clouds 
With  godlike  conquest." 

Glimmering  in  sea-green  rings  dark  Mannanaun 
D 
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Rose  from  the  deeps  of  his  great  clan.      His  voice 
Rolled  slower  than  the  heavy  billows  lifting 
Through  seagull  cries  on  Carrig-na-ron  : 

"  O  Tuatha  De  Dannaan,  when  the  saffron  west 
Gleamed  low  within  the  sun-green  waters,  Lir 
Arose  in  thunder  and  the  billows  galloped 
Rockward  and  through  the  ocean-gleaming  darkness, 
Sea-mew'd,  I  sought  him.      Only  the  great  waves 

heaved 
Upon  my  flight.      For  we  are  thonged  as  spears 
Within  the  cast  of  thought.      Yet,  Warriors, 
The  sword  has   seen   our  greatness  and  the   ocean 

knows 
Our  Kingdom.      I  hear  the  great  slow  tides  of  song 
Move  to  their  moon,  the  poet.      Let  him  be  proud, 
Exultant,  for  their  shores  end  with  the  world  !  " 

Between  the  clouded  kings  a  mighty  bard 

Rose  like  a  storm  against  the  harp  of  Dagda, 

And    from   the    harp's    dim    depths    came   up    slow 

thunder 
And  rolled  among  the  mountains.      As  he  sang 
The  kings  gloomed  like    far    capes  ;    their     seaward 

spears 
Burned  sunset. 

In  a  dream,  O  Concobar, 
I  saw  the  battle  of  Moytura. 


As  when  the  ocean  sun  from  ultimate  capes 
Beyond  the  flaming  west  moves  shadowless 
Through  regions  of  great  night,  so  dark,  so  strange, 
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The  hosted  gods  beneath  their  dismal  spears 

Were  ranked  upon  low  fiery  shores  of  battle. 

And  Midir  rose,  a  lonely  voice  of  flame  : 

"  Majestic  Kings  of  melancholy  Tuireann, 

For  ever  battling  darkness  with  proud  thoughts 

Like  burning  clans,  greatness  is  yours,  and  the  voice 

Of  unslumbering  swords,  O  Beautiful,  for  ye 

Are  born  of  earth  and  sky,  in  these  all  song 

And  fire  and   dream,   O   Fierce,  whose   strength  is 

passioned 
From  mountain  storm,  wise,  for  all  life  is  fire — 
Passionate,  exultant,  the  storm,  the  deed  of  strength  ; 
We  strive  as  clans  of  men,  in  flame,  in  sun, 
Until  our  thoughts  burn  sunlike — though  their  deeds 
Must  sink  within  the  waters  of  dark  wisdom. 
We  gaze  into  proud  thoughts  to  know  ourselves 
Though  mightier-being  without  them  blinded,  Kings 
Yet    kingdomless  ;     flames — we    forge    them    in    the 

flame 
Of  our  great  life  that  it  be  beautiful. 
Yea,  the  mighty  Formorian  clans  are  darkness 
That  we  may  reign." 

Then  came  the  running  voices  of  their  spies, 
'  O  seaward  burning  kings,  the  great  Clans  loom 
In  ocean-marching  thunder  and  in  night 
While  from  cloud-rising  capes  their  stormful  cries 
Sweep  down  the  sea-gull  glens  and  iron  spears 
Plough  the  shrill  lakes.' 

'  Crowned,  from  the  hidden  Islands 
Of  Darkness,  their  great  god  flames  by  with  clans 
Of  sombre  kings,  beneath  thick  smouldering  spears, 
There  Loscem,  fierce-born  from  his  mother's  womb 
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Upon  the  cold  flagstone,  among  his  clans 
Grasped  his  great  shield  of  hammered  bull-hide  torn 
From  the  loud  bullock  strangled  by  the  horns 
And  monstrous  dewlap,  there  in  the  gloom, 
Balor,  his  baleful  Eye  was  fleshed  with  sleep, 
Luoch  the  bard  through  screaming  sea-gulls,  Tethra 
Whose  fierce  sea-children  move  in  clumsy  fight, 
Slower  than  black  seals  heaving  on  great  waves.' 

Another  cried  : 

'  I  saw  a  brighter  clan 
Like  to  the  Tuatha  De  Dannaan.    Burning,  godlike 
Their   sad    brows    skeined   with    golden    hair,    their 

bratta 
Dyed  sunlight  from  the  ample  yellow  vats, 
They  held  fair  spears,  their  golden  shields  embossed 
And  graven  with  a  woman's  mournful  head. 
Their  names  I  know  not.' 

Sadly  Aongus  sang 
From  clouds  of  darkness  : 

"  They  are  the  unhappy  clan 
Of  Eri  ravished  as  she  washed  at  dawn 
In  the  cold  waves  long  ago  by  fierce  Ethliu 
And  borne  in  his  black  galley  to  the  Isle 
Of  Fomor,  the  comely  children  of  her  womb, 
In  sadness  born,  and  of  their  seed,  their  race, 
Is  Lugh  Ioldana.      O,  beautiful  as  torques 
Around  the  golden  throats  of  kingly  poets 
Are  they.      The  song  of  poets  be  their  cairn  !  " 
Another  cried  : 

'  I  flamed  across  wild  boglands 
And  far  within  the  night  were  many  clans 
With  raven  spears,  in  coarse  black  bratta  clasped 
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By  massive  iron  brooches,  in  each  brooch 

A  rough-hewn  stone  of  yellow  fire.      They  held 

Bare  swords.' 

'  Tall  charioteers  urging  their  stallions 
Shattered  the  rocks  to  fire  ;    a  barren  clan, 
With     tousled     head-manes     loading     their     rough 

shoulders, 
Thicker  than  boar-hide  from  their  heaving  breasts 
To  their  black  naked  loins,  from  Rathlin,  septs 
Of  darkness  ;    island  septs  of  Toraige,  lost 
In  storming  foam  and  fiercer  than  their  cliffs 
Shouldering  grey  clouds.      Bent  clans  with  flails 
To  thresh  the  iron  corn  of  battle  ;    clans, 
Whose  dreadful  spears  were  lean  with  hunger.' 

A  voice 
Hovered  as  the  salt  cry  of  a  sea-gull. 

'  Far 
Away  I  saw  the  billow-topping  giollas 
Rowing  their  curraghs  from  rain-clouded  islands 
In  whistling  mantles  sewn  from  the  drenched  skin 
Of  seals,  taller  than  spears,  their  windy  locks 
Roughened  with  loud  sea-brine.      Thrice  fifty  clans 
In  hollow  curraghs  like  thick  cormorants 
Leaned  from  the  foam  and  under  blood-red  sails 
Ruddered  the  great  waves.' 

And  like  a  seagull 

Fled. 

Far  away  a  sullen  thunder  rose 
As  when  the  ocean  tide  with  wandering  cries 
Of  gannets    round  the  stormful  edge  of  crags, 
Comes,  flooding  through  the  salt  grey  winding  invers 
And  far  within  the  mountain-shadowed  glens 
The  mighty  waters  march,  and  terrible 
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As  when  rich  plains  are  harvested  by  storm 
From  deeper  boglands  piercing  waters  flash 
With  lightning,  clan  swept  down  on  faster  clan 
In  fiery  crash  of  spears  and  anguish  rang 
On  sudden  shields.      Clans  slowly  fled  like  clouds 
Weaned  from  the  darkening  mountains  by  the  gale 
And  like  a  hungry  raven,  Bauve,  the  goddess 
Hurried  with  burning  glances  from  the  shores 
Of  night. 

The  Eye  of  waking  Balor 
Gleamed    through    the    freezing    clouds    of    battle, 

Loscem 
With  rough  locks  fluttering  wilder  than  the  lashed 

manes 
Of  racing  stallions  in  the  sudden  ray 
Reared  his  great  head  and  cried  : 

"  Behold, 
O  Warriors,  the  moon  !  " 

Deep  in  the  chasms  of  the  mountains 
Within  the  flaming  darkness  great  smiths  forged 
Thunder  into  the  spears.      There  Goibniu  heard 
Uproar  of  windy  battle  and  raining  sparks 
Blackened  his  sweating  skin.      Loudly  he  sprang 
From  the  anvil  horns  and  plunged  a  hissing  sword 
Scarce  forged  in  sudden  clouds  of  cauldron'd  waters, 
And  as  he  gored  a  moaning  way  through  night 
A  shadow  loomed  before  him.      When  the  thunder 
Of  its  spear  leapt  from  his  shattered  shield 
He  flung  his  like  a  stone  into  the  pool 
Of  night,  he  rose,  he  grasped  it  like  a  fluttering  hawk 
And  strangled  it  in  screams. 

Far  off  like  torches 
He  saw  the  eye  of  Ruadan  ;    a  spear 
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Pierced   deeply   through   his  jagged   breasting  wolf- 
skins 
And  tore  the  tender  pap.      Backward  he  staggered, 
Fearfully  swaying  like  a  charioteer 
Drunken  with  speed  between  the  plunging  stallions 
And  roar  of  earth,  then  forging  his  great  arm 
He  grasped  his  sword  and  with  a  heaving  groan 
Cleft  the  great  Fomor  through  the  groin, 

Out  of  the  night 
Came  Brife,  the  mother  of  fierce  Ruadan, 
And  crouching  like  a  she-wolf  from  the  woods 
Above  her  dead  she  raised  so  shrill  a  cry 
Into  the  night  that  distant  warriors  hushed 
Their  swords  and  looked  on  one  another,  aged 
With  fear  ;    and  Goibniu  by  a  flooded  river 
Yv'ashing  the  heavy  blood  stained  rich  in  moonlight, 
From  his  deep  wounds,  trembled. 

Far  away 
Upon  a  windy  cape  below  the  moon 
The  harp  of  Luoch  sang  in  a  gusty  cloud 
Of  sea-gulls.      Uala  hearing  from  the  islands 
Sprang  with  his  windy  shadow  from  foam  and  rock 
But  Luoch  tore  the  sobbing  harp  and  sworded 
Himself.      They  fought  against  the  burning  edge 
Of  their  shrill  breathing  mixed  together  fiercer 
Than  lovers  their  first  night,  but  from  the  sword 
In  narrow  glens  below  the  trembling  clans 
Saw  the  bare  cape  against  the  rugged  moon. 
There  fell  with  night  the  seven  clans  of  Toraige 
In  sleet  and  clouds,  the  clans  of  Inishroe, 
And  through  the  battle-smoke  great  Loscem  cried  : 
"  The  rath  of  night  is  raftered  with  their  spears  !  ' 
And  died. 
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But  far  away  in  a  lonely  valley 
Over  the  grey  waters  curlews  cried 
Within  the  reeded  twilight.      There  great  heroes 
Lay  warring  against  death  with  fierce-closed  eyes 
And  Diancecht,  the  druid,  with  womanly  hands 
Upon  their  burning  flesh  laid  dripping  grass 
Grown  in  chill  woods  and  into  their  deep  wounds 
Poured   softness,    and   from   crooning   boughs   their 

sleep 
Came  childlike  through  the  dew. 

Meanwhile 
The  bare  sea-mountains  heard  migrating  spears 
All  night  like  hail  and  on  a  freezing  clan 
The  Eye  of  Balor  stared — a  cold  blind  moon 
Between  black  trees.      But  Midir  cast  his  spear. 
Gathering  shrill  wings  from  the  great  thongs  it  soared 
Hawklike  above  a  gleaming  lake.      It  swooped 
And  moaning,  the  great  moonless  shadow  sank 
In  thunder. 

There  great  Bres, 
Hungering  for  kinglier  conquest,  as  an  eagle 
Sees  through  a  grey  deepening  rift  of  cloud 
Lake-waters  flowing  like  cruddled  silver  far 
Below  him,  saw  the  ray  of  Nuadha's  sword. 
And  loudly  cried  : 

"  O  nameless  King, 
Whose  tardy  sword  much  like  a  clouded  hawk 
Sinks  with  its  shadow  on  the  wearier  clans, 
Darkness  is  here  and  the  great  sworded  gales 
Fierce,  ocean-hacked,  from  their  far  island-capes, 
Forged  Northward,  yet  not  faltering,  their  life — 
Unconquerable  rage.      The  clans  of  Dana 
Have  fled  as  wolves  to  their  last  woods  when  fire 
Lifts  on  the  Hill  of  Kings." 
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When  hurricane 
Breaks  with  slow  tides  of  thunder  far  around 
The  flaming  forelands  of  the  sun,  beneath 
The  ocean  gleams  in  pale  cold  moonlight :    so 
He  swept  upon  him  and  they  fought  in  darkness. 
Until  great  Nuada  like  a  gleaming  bull 
Bending  under  the  massive  plundered  shield 
Of  woman-headed  bronze  came  forth. 

Afar 
Great  Aongus,  for  the  beautiful  is  fierce 
As  love,  rose  flaming,  a  proud  golden  eagle, 
With  thunder  slumbering  in  his  heavy  wings 
And  night  below.      Alone,  supreme 
As  storm  or  song.  .  .  . 

Loudly 
As  from  the  barren  mountains  into  glens 
Of  hoarse  lake-thunder,  through  rock-beaten  rain 
A  gale  comes,  dragging  night  :    Formorian  swords 
Stormed  on  a  golden  clan  :    their  chariots  sprang 
Forward  with  whinnying  wheels  and  rout  and  tumult  ; 
And  into  the  night  the  rapid  warriors  dipped 
As  a  great  herd  of  elk  plunge  with  the  moon 
Through  forests,  tossing  the  wild  billowy  trees 
With  swimming  antlers  and  rise  on  a  steep  ridge 
Beyond 

Their  King  fled  through  the  rugged  darkness 
Far  between  cloud-oozing  mountains,  his  wounds 
Like  wolves,  into  the  rainy  dawn, 
Then    fought.      So   a    great    boar   looms    when    far 

below 
Deep-baying    hounds    splash    through    the    hidden 

sallies, 
And  crashing  through  the  darkly  wooded  glens 
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Of  Liathdruim-na-Ler  with  leafy  storm 
In  his  black  rushing  bristles,  he  lurks,  hearing 
The  fierce  lean  breaths  pant  closer  through  the  ferns 
And  turns  with  snarling  tusks. 

The  narrow  throats 
Of  stormful  swords  cried  death  and  far  away 
Along  a  hurrying  glen  another  sept, 
With  tumbled  golden  bratta,  golden  spears, 
Sprang  into  flight  as  into  chariots, 
Darkness  following  them. 

Their  voices  rose 
Upon  the  night  : 

"  O,  where  is  Mannanaun  Mac  Lir  ?  " 
And  one  ran  clamouring  the  loud  sea-name 
Along  the  crags  and  far  away  the  shores 
Grew  murmurous  with  foam. 

'  O  Mannanaun  ! 
O  Mannanaun  !  ' 

Then  from  the  deep  mid-sea 
The  turning  surges  rumbled  like  great  wheels, 
And  dark  against  the  stars  an  angered  Form 
Arose  ;    as  when  pale  fishermen  are  blown 
With  the  grey  sunset  light  from  stormful  fiords 
Of  Lochlann,  tossed  on  the  billow-tops  they  see 
Between  their  ragged  sails  a  sudden  cape 
Loom  from  the  foaming  night. 

The  blue-haired  god 
Walked  through  the  waves  ;    a  sea-green  javelin 
He  held,  and  on  his  arm  a  mighty  shield 
Of  hammered  copper  like  a  blood-red  moon 
Clotted  in  sea-fog.      He  swept  past  as  tides 
Into  the  glen  and  bared  the  gleaming  Sword 
Of  Waters. 
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They  rose  as  clouding  terns  and  saw 
The  stricken  clan  of  Fomors  like  bare  rocks 
Hanging  above  an  awful  weir — beyond, 
The  moon -white  sea. 

With  a  wild  sinking  voice 
The  goddess  moaned  along  the  wounded  air 
And  like  a  raven  fled. 
Then  rose  the  sad  sea-voices  of  the  night 
From  Illaunmore  and  Illaunglas  they  rose, 
And  cried  : 

'  O  darkness  of  the  sword  ! 
O,  bitter  seaweed  torn  from  the  rocky  tide  ! 
Night  surges  on  the  last  sea-rising  capes 
In  a  land  too  barren  for  the  sea-gull 
And  the  Formorian  clans  like  waves  of  fate  ; 
They  are  mated  as  the  storm  and  darkness, 
The  sword  and  death.' 

'  I  hear  the  sullen  islands 
Through  heaving  water  and  the  sudden  crags 
Leap  jagged  in  a  blaze  of  spears.' 

'  O  far  away 
Like  galloping  white  foam  along  the  billows 
Of  their  great  rage  the  sea-clans  come.     Their  spears 
Are  sleeting  in  the  gale  from  Malinmore 
They  break  on  Dannaan  capes.' 

Then  rose  a  voice 
Of  sorrow  as  the  ebbing  of  the  tide  : 
'  O  kingless,  wild,  the  shores  of  Tir-na-Sorcha. 
The   waves   moan,  the   shadows   lift  their  sea-green 

spears. 
The  Beautiful  arc  gone.      O  wilder,  wail 
The  capes  of  Mannanaun.' 

'  O  far  away 
The  clans  of  Dana  flame  within  the  clouds, 
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Their  spears  are  fiercely  threshing  fire  from  darkness 
As  dawn  from  night.' 

As  when 
The  clouded  voices  of  far  sea-mountains  waken 
Thunder  from  peak  to  peak,  the  Daghda  stirred 
The  elder  gods  that  dwell  in  fiery  glooms 
Of  sacrifice  within  their  granite  halls 
Where  no  stars  burn,  but  the  cold  sworded  wind 
Tramples  all  night  upon  the  massive  ramparts 
Above    the    world's    dark    edge,    where    hungered 

shadows 
Scream  in  the  vastness  and  the  heaving  ocean 
Hangs  like  a  cloud  below. 

Beyond  far  isles 
The  dawning  Spear  of  Lugh,  unclouding,  lit 
The  sudden  peaks,  and  like  a  golden  herd 
Of  flaming  eagles,  charioteered  in  storms 
Of  rushing  brightness  great  majestic  clans 
With  massive  shields  emblazed  around  their  god, 
Rapidly  burning  as  the  dawn-red  waters, 
Swept  sunward  through  the  rolling  clouds,  a  blaze 
Of  spears,  and  in  long  lamentation  hurled 
The  Fomors  thundering  far  down  the  headlands  of 

the  night.  .  .  . 


VI 


0  Concobar,  in  the  cold  yellow  dawn 

1  wakened  with  the  lonely  mountain  hare 
Upon  wet  trampled  grass,  and  far  below 

In  the  green  dewy  woods  with  drowsing  blackbirds 
A  voice  rose  sweetlv  : 

"  Pleasant  it  was  in  Ulad 
Spinning  white  wool  within  a  cool  grianaun 
Where   yewen   floors   were   strewn   with   new   green 

rushes 
And  dewy  ferns  from  Derrybawn,  to  hear 
Soft  rain  on  grass,  brown  thrushes  picking  grain 
From  crooning  quern-stones  at  the  door,  or  kerns 
Who  ground  their  spears  to  kill  the  salmon  leaping 
The  sleepy  weir  of  Cloon. 

Pleasant  the  sound 
Of  roan  foals  beneath  the  dun,  and  gleaning 
Of  ripened  barley.      When  the  early  wren 
Was  east  the  poets  came  with  rann  and  spear 
In  goatskin  cloaks  across  the  hills.      And  feast 
Began  with  the  red  sinking  sun  :    white  bread 
From  corn,  clear  yellow  mead  in  drinking  horns 
By  torchlight  and  low  stringing  harps  to  tell 
Of  kings,  dead  long  ago." 

A  woman  came 
As  sunlight  from  the  woods. 

"  Brightness," 


I  cried, 


"  Over  the  steeping  waters  at  early  dawn 
Singing,  O  woman  of  the  western  Sidhe, 
Having  no  grief." 
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She  said  : 
"I  am  a  woman  of  the  kindly  Gael, 
And  I  am  Dectora  whom  you  have  sought 
Sadly  wandering  in  a  branchy  land 
Of  hazelwoods  where  though  no  shrill  cries  raise 
The  cairn  nor  stars  are  rushlit  in  the  rain, 
I  have  lain  without  sleep  for  that  far  land 
Where  bitterns  cry  at  nightfall  by  the  cold 
Grey  lakes.      I  will  return  as  the  great  salmon 
When  the  reeds  call,  who  bear  within  my  womb 
The  greatness  of  dark  Ulad.  ..." 

In  far  woods 
The  clans  heard  felling  winds  ;    a  druid  voice 
Rose  slowly  from  the  smouldering  glooms  : 

"  O  Lugh 
Lamfada,  fire  lifts  praise  within  the  storm 
When  men  slumber.     He  whose  thoughts  are  proud 
Grows  godlike.      In  the  mountain  cairns  I  heard 
A  cry  of  greatness.      From  the  ridge  of  night 
Bright    sunward    stallions    raced    through    glens    of 

cloud 
And  charioteering  in  their  burning  speed 
A  Warrior  flamed  through  the  cloudy  kingdoms. 
O  Concobar,  he  comes  from  darkness,  a  torch 
Of  war,  his  strength  a  thousand  sworded  clans 
Blazing  the  marching  kingdoms  with  renown 
Twice-named  the  Hound  of  Ulad." 

Other  storm 
Murmured  within  the  vats  of  that  fierce  hall, 
And  Sualtem  cried  : 

"  O  Cathva,  high  druid,  lift 
No  shield  for  him  that  draws  a  nameless  sword 
Against  the  King  !  " 
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But  as  those  chieftains  loomed 
Around  the  unknown  bard  and  brandished  spears 
Bickered  ;    he,  grown  vast  and  terrible, 
Burning  in  sudden  brightness,  vanished. 

Blinded 
As  moles  the  great  clans  sank  with  night  and  silence, 
But  from  the  darkness  rose  a  drowning  scream 
As  of  some  woman,  and  the  royal  shield, 
Awakening  with  the  slow  foam-thickened  roar 
Of  billows  round  the  seven  islands  breaking 
In  rumbling  echoes  through  its  throated  bronze, 
Thrice  thundered  hidden  danger  to  the  King, 
And  storm-red  through  the  chieftain'd  darkness,  lit 
With  cauldron  pools  of  fire  the  heaving  jewel 
Glared  from  the  breast  of  mighty  Concobar. 


END   OF   BOOK   ONE 
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Westward  for  many  nights  the  routed  clans 
Fled  under  galloping  torches  and  a  storm 
Of  chariots,  fiercest  where  a  woman  rode 
With  burning  eyes  among  surrounding  spears 
That  knew  their  passing  kingdoms  as  the  roar 
Of  weirs  rushed  from  the  darkness  and  loud  woods 
And  on  the  hills  the  lonely  pillar  stones 
Loomed  like  dark  kings  until  that  barren  ridge, 
Where  the  great  bull,  whose  horns  had  brought  long 

wars, 
Had  climbed  with  clouds  and  heard  the  bellowing 
Of  happy  herds  below,  shouldered  the  darkness  ; 
The  windy  air  grew  salt  and  cold  ;    they  heard 
Beyond  dim  capes,  the  black  harps  of  the  west. 

There  in  a  rugged  glen  of  rock 

And  water,  sudden  foresting  fires  sprang  up 

And  wrestled  with  the  night  ;    above  the  clans 

Encamping,  Maine  Olgarech  arose 

Burning  with  gorgets  hammered  into  snakes, 

Before  the  Queen 

"  Westward  the  clans  in  panic 
Like  cattle  stumbling  with  driven  cries  and  torches 
From  flamy  waters  into  darker  glens 
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Retreat.      No  spinning  wheel  turns  in  the  land 
For  there  is  rape  in  cries.      The  mountain  wolves 
Are  packed  within  our  Kingdoms.      In  the  south 
The  clans  of  Ere  reel  down  the  pinewoods,  terror 
Biting  their  heels  and  scanty  bread.      Northward 
From  the  black  shattering  edges  of  the  world 
Dim  eagles  heavy  with  plunder  and  storm 
Wade  back  to  the  last  ledge." 

But  Fergus  rose 
With  exiled  brows  and  spoke  upon  the  ridge 
Of  chieftains  : 

"  The  mighty  kingdoms  of  the  west 
With  sounding  forelands  far  within  the  surge 
Decline  in  farther  islands,  wandering  sounds 
Of  seagulls,  blown  beyond  the  smoke  of  war, 
Reach  out  from  Knocknerae,  and  fishermen 
Remember  them  that  left  their  happy  sails 
For  war.      The  men  I  loved  have  fallen,  I, 
Kingless  turn  old.      Raise  cairns  between  the  sky 
And  the  cold  sea.      Let  cloud  and  eagle  pass 
And  westward  sails  below.        Praise  the  far  powers 
That  flame  and  cry  from  the  vast  murmuring  waters 
With  leagueless  drift  of  seagulls.      We  descend 
Into  the  red  sun." 

Arrogant,  the  Queen 
Had  risen  from  the  burning  ranks  of  spears 
Against  the  seven  clans,  her  torch-red  hair 
Banded  with  bronze. 

And  far  below  the  hosts 
Listened. 

"  Defeated  clans  of  Olnemachta 
Long  reared  for  combat,  have  you  now  grown  tetchy 


THE  DEATH  OF  CUCHULLIN  51 

Of  the  drained  spear,  easing  your  shoulders  grazed 
By  hollow  shields,  being  treacherous  to  me 
And  weaned  from  war  ?    Lift  the  last  deepening  sail 
For  the  far  islands  where  the  whimpering  wolves 
Swim  from  no  barking  shore.      There  is  no  chain 
Can  kennel  this  hound  within  the  north.     Yet  words 
Choke  in  my  heaving  voice  to  think  they  fear 
The  falcon  when  far  to  seaward  a  greater  wing 
Flashes  the  salt  unalterable  air  ; 
They  fled,  they  fled,  when  in  the  cloud 
And  sudden  steam  of  lakes,  the  gathering  wheels 
Hissed,  darkening  from  the  red  dun  of  the  sun 
With  moving  clouds,  Cuchullin  swiftly  drove 
Downward  ;    like  black  flocks  shaken  by  the  plough 
From  feeding  plains,  they  fled,  they  fled.     Chieftains, 
The  slings  of  Ere,  the  clans  of  Cahirconree 
And  Cairpre  return  with  plunder  and  rich  words, 
Black  daily  bread  and  rape  perverts  the  blood, 
No  woman  in  this  smoking  land  can  sleep 
Hearing  the  wolves,  yet  braver  thoughts  like  torches 
Are  brightest  in  storm  and  darkness.      O  men,  too 

swift 
In  the  great  rushing  hour  to  think  its  ebb, 
Confused  to  see  that  from  the  last  poor  foothold 
Leaps  greatness,  we  shall  reconquer,  knowing  that 

life 
Is  proudest  in  defeat." 

As  she  ceased 
Low  thunder  stirred  within  the  seaward  glens 
Of  black  surrounding  mountains. 

Rock  and  water 
Darkened,  the  smouldering  fires  and  clans 
Encamped  in  slumber.     Maeve,  the  Queen,  arose 
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Girt  with  a  spear  and  passed  the  drowsy  outposts 
Into  chill  woods  no  hound  had  ever  known  ; 
Lake  and  boar  glinted  down  into  the  night 
From  the  high  glens  ;    she  passed  into  the  storm  ; 
And  for  three  nights  the  wild  clans  of  the  air 
Hovered  and  screamed  around  her,  and  slow  dreams 
Of  seaward  kingdoms  flamed  among  the  mountains 
Revenging  her,  and  on  the  third,  terrible,  night, 
She  wept. 


II 


Great  seaward  mountains  where  through  dim  descents 

Of  stormful  cloud  the  lonely  cairns  are  piled 

With  devastating  light,  and  far  below 

The  darker  boglands  where  the  trampled  grass 

Blackens  into  turf,  strange  kingdoms,  bare 

With  the  cold  leagues  of  wind,  fill  this  sad  mind 

in  wandering  heather,  where  a  seagull's  flight 

Beyond,  the  salt  world  ends  in  desolate  isle 

And  waters. 

At  stormfall  I  lit  candlelight 
Below  the  mountains,  for  their  hidden  wells 
Reflect  in  burning  reeds  and  fiercer  dreams 
Come  down  like  wolves  from  the  far  glens. 

Life 
Has  become  desire  within  me  and  a  fiery  passage 
Of  them  that  fill  the  grey  salt  western  lands 
With  inland  voices  and  my  secret  name 
Crosses  the  wind  within  a  light  of  wings 
And  bums  in  reedy  places,  where  I  have  seen 
Beautiful  faces  that  fill  the  heart  with  sound 
Of  wandering  until  a  man  shall  find 
Those  ultimate  wells  where  the  bright  losses 
Of  sunlight  linger,  and  I  have  found  all  beauty 
Where  the  last  lonely  reed  tosses. 

Past  Malinmore 
My  seaward  dreams  sink  down,  heroic  men 
That  drove  the  demigods  through  roaring  foam 
And  darkness  and  strange  women  from  the  moun- 
tains 
That  gave  themselves  for  love  ;   though  they  still  pass 
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And  flame  into  the  storm,  their  fiery  clans 

Ebb  from  my  song  and  I  am  desolate. 

Though  I  am  less  than  the  hawk  lost  in  the  cloud, 

Though  I  am  no  more  than  a  cry  on  that  high  shore 

Of  the  sky  where  foam  of  the  mountain  reeds 

Has  drifted,  I  have  seen  another  clan 

And  crossed  their  flaming.     Though  I  am  a  wanderer 

Upon  the  mountains  and  a  lonely  bringer 

Of  storm  and  cloud  into  the  heart,  yet  raise  me, 

Dim  powers,  that  bred  me  for  the  lonely  west, 

Defend  my  singing  and  her  I  love,  for  storm 

Has  come. 

When,  far  to  seaward,  the  lonely  fishermen 
Take  sail  for  the  red  sun,  there  is  sorrow  in  the  glen, 
But  in  me  the  sorrow  of  myself,  for  the  dark  nets 
Of  my  heart  are  broken. 

Though  I  made  praise 
Where  kelp  burns  in  low  sacrificial  clouds 
From  isle  to  isle,  I  hear  tremendous  days 
Descend  by  many  capes  with  flame  and  sword 
Into  the  west,  and  I  am  full  of  fear 
Lest  they  will  take  her  from  me.      O  lonely  gleam 
Beyond  the  fierce  following  sail,  bitter  and  salt 
The  love  upon  my  seaward  lips.      O  foam 
Of  the  lifting  foam,  far,  far  into  the  west 
I  have  following  as  the  lonely  seal  ! 

Seaward 
Where  yellow  sunlight  takes  the  salt  windy  air 
Turning  the  sea-tumultuous  wings  to  foam 
And  brightness,  though  I  am  no  more  than  a  cry 
Lifting  the  waves,  yet  save  her  for  all  my  song 
Is  fire  and  sound  and  praise  of  her  forever, 
Drowse  her  dark  eyes,  for  now  the  westward  sun 
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Sinks  deeper  than  the  keel.      I  sail  alone 
From  the  last  island.      May  no  seagull  cry 
That  she  may  sleep. 

All  night  I  lie  awake 
Watching  through  storm  and  dream  her  sea-lit  face 
Lifted  against  the  long  tumultuous  surge 
Of  her  dark  hair.      I  hear  from  outer  shores 
Her  beauty  rushing  past  my  heart  all  night. 
Yet  I  shall  never  feel  her  passionate  breasts 
Beat  under  mine  and  silence  gathering  me 
Into  her  burning  deeps,  nor  loneliness  come 
With  slumber.     O  Love,  take  me,  from  murmuring 

shores 
Of  darkness.     I  sink  from  the  last  fiery  brink 
Of  the  world.      Yet  when  life  as  Amergin 
Had  loudlv  driven  me  a  thousand  waves 
Beyond  the  burning  forelands  of  the  mind 
She  had  forgotten,  and  all  night  I  cried  : 
Return,  O  Love,  the  world  burns  in  your  lips 
For  me,  and  time  is  flame  and  sunset  in  lands 
Where  we  have  loved. 

A  lonely  mind  is  winged 
Bewailing  in  the  gray  sea-clouds  for  her 
Who  was  its  mate.      Now  desolate  storm 
Breaks  on  the  eyried  cliffs. 

I  kiss  her  storm-red  mouth 
With  fiercer  thought,  for  I  am  clouded  and  whirled 
Within  her  drifting  beauty.      Bitter  with  love 
I  kiss  her  to  the  blood. 

But  from  the  seas 
There  came  the  desolate  crying  of  lost  seagulls, 
Rising  and  wandering  with  the  last  tide 
Of  intolerable  thought,  until  the  decreated  world 
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Seemed  waters  mated  with  that  ultimate  crying. 
O  shrill  gray  beauty  beating  from  the  sea 
Fill  me  with  wandering  who  am  the  child 
Of  storm,  my  heart  with  the  sea.      And  yet 
There  is  so  much  crying  about  me  of  salt  wings 
That  mix  in  the  windy  air  and  such  strange  peace 
Within  my  mind  that  I  am  full  of  fear. 

At  dawn  I  come  with  heavy  gleam  and  salmon 
Into  a  place  of  lakes  and  know  a  glen 
Where  the  washed  ceannavaun  is  lightly  spun 
Over  three  waters  where  no  sheep  can  pass  ; 
There  a  far  brightness  flows,  and  there  is  no  going 
Until  the  wet  wings  come  up  from  the  sedge 
In  the  heel  of  evening 

Now  twilight  is  isled  in  waters 
Now  I  wed  song. 

O  Love  there  is  no  beauty, 
No  sorrowful  beauty,  but  I  have  seen  ; 
There  is  no  island  that  has  gathered  sound 
Into  dim  stone  from  many  reeded  waters 
But  we  have  known, 

Heart  of  my  sorrowful  heart, 
Beauty  fades  out  from  sleepy  pool  to  pool 
And  there  is  a  crying  of  wings  about  me 
And  a  crying  in  me  lest  I  lose  you.      Glimmer 
Around  me  ;    sound,  O  weir,  within  my  heart ; 
Bring  calm  on  many  waters,  for  I  will  be  hearing 
The  salmon  shatter  the  air  into  silver  when 
The  chill  grass  ends  their  leaping. 

As  I  was  dreaming 
Between  the  pines,  she  gleamed  from  windy  heights 
Pale-browed,  in  a  dark  battlemented  storm 
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Of  hair.      Far  down  I  wander  in  the  woods, 
Ancle-deep  in  autumn,  who  am  light 
And  lost  of  the  waters. 

I  have  no  clan  but  her  ; 
Being  a  dream,  though  the  fierce  incense  burn, 
Love,  love  me,  as  no  woman  ever  loved 
With  intellect  tense  and  more  passionate 
Than  the  heart,  for  when  the  hunger  of  ourselves 
Is  over,  there  is  no  joy  but  in  the  mind. 
Think  in  me  for  I  am  become  as  water 
Under  the  mountain-minds,  and  when  the  fire 
Of  intellect  has  taken  me  their  minds 
Reflect  as  thought  reveals  myself.      Therefore, 
My  days  are  smoke  and  westward  praise  of  god. 
When  I  eat  bread  I  choke  with  the  fierce  salt 
Of  dream.      Therefore  I  have  lived  for  the  sun, 
And  looked  from  every  cape,  and  I  have  been 
A  runner  on  swift  feet  that  I  might  break 
The  tapes  of  life. 

Drag  down  your  lonely  hair 
On  breasts  no  child  has  ever  known,  for  it 
Will  bring  you  happy  sleep  and  peace.      There  is 
Xo  peace  within  my  words.      I  will  be  secret 
Lest  the  loud  powers  that  move  in  wine  and  satire 
Gathering  themselves  from  me,  the  lonely  gate 
And  fire,  perplex  you  with  the  ancient  storm 
No  woman  can  endure. 

But  O  there  was 
No  knowing  her  sad  beauty  that  was  made 
For  candlelight  and  sleep.      Yet  thinking  I 
Forgo  her,  though  she  has  left  me  bare  ;  I  sing 
And  the  mountain  hawk  is  sinking  slower  through 

glens 
Of  lonely  air. 
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I  know  the  steps  of  love, 
Take  hands  with  me,  sad  dancers  in  the  glen, 
For  autumn  leaves  dance  best  when  they  are  dead 
And  we  are  less  than  them,  O  bitter  dancers 
That  dance  with  bloody  feet. 

I  make  this  rann 
That  women  are  the  same  when  we  have  dreamed 
Being  half-awake  and  now  I  pour  their  names, 
No  wine,  but  to  the  last  that  crazed  my  heart, 
For  her  heroic  eyes  and  heavy  hair, 
I  raise  and  shatter  the  wine  of  all  my  praise. 

But,  sorrowful,  I  walk  the  glen 

At  nightfall,  for  the  hawk  is  gone  and  peaks 

Are  bare  with  wind,  desolate  territories 

That  know  the  hawk  in  me.      Her  name  so  takes 

And  breaks  my  thought  with  hammering  in  anguish, 

O  anvil,  dark  anvil,  I  am  consumed  with  flame 

As  though  I  saw  her  dance  for  hidden  kings, 

Dance  and  unbare  herself,  flashing  through  torrents 

Of  her  wild  hair  ;  departing  I  had  lit 

My  heart  at  that  high  revelry. 

Love  is  a  fire 
Descending  on  false  altars  and  it  burns 
Humanity  from  man  and  turns  the  mind, 
Transforming  a  waterish  image  into  light 
And  storm. 

Yet  still  I  keep  to  that  one  mind 
And  dream  she  came  again  as  one  that  swam 
From  the  deep  waters  for  love  in  the  dim  lapping 

hour 
Of  the  seal,  and  dripping  through  the  grassy  woods 
Into  the  warm  darkness  full  of  sleep 
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And  me,  lay  like  a  weary  child  and  cried 
And  murmured.     O  maddening  cup  of  sweetness 
That  I  shall  never  drain.      I  break  my  dreams 
And  the  last  fiery  ebb  of  candlelight 
Fashions  out  of  the  night  the  pale  sad  face 
That  I  shall  see  no  more. 

Though  storm 
Drown  her  in  the  waters  of  dream,  yet  I 
Am  of  the  storm.      Beget  from  other  love  ; 
I  am  your  lover.      Think  and  I  take  your  mind 
Beyond  the  burning  flanges  of  intellect. 
My  dreams  flame  in  your  being.     There  are  no  ways, 
No  ways,  from  the  dark  mountains,  for  the  years 
Roar  around  us.      O  blind  and  terrified  with  foam, 
You  cannot  leap  the  weirs  of  my  dark  passion. 

But  now  the  seaward  night  is  loud 
And  curraghs  break  ;  from  isle  to  blackening  isle 
Light  tears  the  nets  of  foam.      Her  seaward  beauty 
Is  swept  into  that  mighty  tide  of  clans 
Returning,  and  I  have  remembered  the  dim  gold, 
The  fiery  tumult,  and  all  the  majestic  sorrow 
That  wind  and  river  took  in  Glenasmole. 


Ill 


Within  that  lonely  rath  among  the  mountains 
Guttering  with  an  iron  torch,  Cuchullin 
Brooded,  while  at  his  feet  a  shadow  lay 
Like  a  great  hound,  and  for  three  nights  he  heard 
Storm  breaking  on  the  anvils  that  have  forged 
No  sword,  until  there  came  a  sweeter  sound, 
Beside  the  fire,  of  drowsy  harps  that  bring 
Wet  healing  from  the  woods,  and  a  loud  voice 
Sang  in  the  outer  dun  : 

"  Lift  the  great  horn 
For  the  day  has  laid  a  burning  sword 
Upon  dim  waters  ;    thunder  no  more  sounding 
Under  the  capes.     I  looked  into  the  west 
And  the  eagle  had  gone.      I  saw  a  far  clan  come 
Heavily  with  plunder  :    they  bore  a  woman  bound 
With  her  own  hair,  and  she  was  crying  as  the  sea. 

These  things  I  saw  from  Malinmore. 

O  Drink 
For  wine  is  at  its  sunset,  drink.      Now  tides 
Return,  but  far  beyond  the  darkening  isles, 
Atlantic,  the  red  sword  burns  upon  the  waves." 

Cuchullin  murmured  : 

"  I  hear  salt  windy  voices 
Out  of  the  sea." 

But  from  the  shadows  a  woman  rose 
And  said  : 

"  It  is  the  sea-wind  in  the  mountains." 

60 
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But  in  the  storm  he  heard  chill  western  voices 
Crying  : 

'  Where  far  to  seaward  resounding  fore- 
lands, 
In  dark  surrounding  storm  and  cloud,  the  last 
Dim  reaches  of  barren  shoreland,  the  lonely  reefs 
That  are  no  more  land,  call  ;    from  windy  Arran 
And  Inishmore,  through  sleeting  light  and  foam, 
We  came,' 

1  From  drifting  storm  and  rock  we  gather 
That  have  no  chariots  but  the  rushing  of  wet  wings 
And  a  windy  spume  of  seagulls  as  we  sound  and 

flame 
Far  down  the  shore  of  kings.' 
So  fast  and  shrill 
The  voices  drifted  through  the  gleaming  loughs 
Of  storm,  but  in  a  lull  the  woman  said  : 
"  They  will  sing  again.      They  drink  red-heathered 

wine 
Together,  and  know  not  whether  to  laugh  or  weep." 

But  he  had  heard  far  off  faint  inland  voices 
Crying  : 

"  O  Dance,  and  dance  in  the  cold  wet  grass 
And  hold  wild  hands  together  as  we  pass 
The  mountain  heather,  the  dewy  grass." 

"  He  has  heard 
Maybe  the  daughters  of  Maine," 
She  said  : 

"  For  they, 
Being  lazy  in  the  house,  grew  crazed  together, 
And  ran  into  the  dew,  and  now  they  dance 
Forever  in  the  wet  hazes  of  heather. 
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When  I  was  young 
My  mother  heard  them  in  the  dewy  grass 
Dancing  through  cold  Dunlewy. 

Alas  !    that  he  should  hear  them 
For  it  is  a  foolish  thing,  and  it  has  ceased 
Many  a  spinning  wheel. 

Yet  I  hear  in  the  house 
Women  weave  voices  as  they  turn  the  wool. 
Hush,  now." 

"  I  have  seen  Cerb." 

"  O  golden  blossom, 
O  grass  under  windy  branches  !  " 

Secret  herb 
Of  green  healing,  I  hid  in  my  bosom." 

"  My  sorrow 
That  has  gone  from  me  !  " 

"  The  star  of  men." 
"  O  bitter  starling  in  the  glen  !  " 

"  Ah,  Cu, 
Listen,  for  they  sing,  and  poets  within 
And  there  is  music." 

And  they  heard 
One  sing  : 

"01  will  leave  the  little  inish 
Where  they  haul  the  heavy  fish  to  cut  them  on  the 

strand, 
And  leave  their  guts,  a  goodly  due, 
Under  the  wing  of  seamew,  cormorant, 
And  kittigrew.      O  I  will  lift  a  turf-brown  sail, 
And  lean  towards  Gortahork  where  many  a  torque 
Lies  hid  in  grass  and  cold  dark  water 
That  never  saw  the  sun,  and  find  the  woman 
That  put  the  bitter  salt-grief  of  the  seas 
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Into  my  heart,  and  take  and  gather  her 
As  the  red  berries  from  the  bough." 

Another 

Sang  to  the  harp  : 

"  As  I  came  far,  O  men, 
From  Carrowmore  I  heard  the  seagull  clan 
Beyond  Beann  Mullet  and  the  lonely  waves 
Around  that  rock  where  banished  Maoilsenach 
Was  nailed  in  dazzling  thirst,  and  fiercely  longing 
For  the  lush  grass  within  the  black  wet  valleys, 
And  pulse  steeped  in  cold  wine  while  narrow  fire 
Ate  in  his  gullet,  wailed  for  a  galley  under  sails 
That  hulled  the  great  waves  heavy  with  following  sea- 
gulls 
And  plunder,  while  his  love,  with  dull  red  locks, 
Lying  at  his  feet,  sighed  and  unbared  herself 
Upon  that  rock,  that  he  might  drink  the  life 
From  her  delicate  milk. 

These  are  sad  tales 
That  are  as  fire,  and  there  is  no  song  can  mend 
A  woe  that  had  so  sorrowful  an  end 
Long,  long  ago." 

But  Emer  saddened  there 
Thinking  of  men  wandering  with  far  sails 
For  love,  and  hurried  out  that  they  should  sing 
Of  peace  into  the  heart,  seeing  she  had  so  much 
Of  grief,  and  saw  the  bright  crowd  seated  there 
Under  the  fiery  cauldrons,  and  a  stranger 
In  torques  of  hammered  gold. 

And  so  one  sang  : 

"  I  cut  down  the  sedges 
Of  song  with  the  sword,  and  grew  the  thick  green 
boughs, 
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Heavy  from  grass  and  dews.      When  into  the  seas 
The  cold  moons  pass,  unseasonable  apples 
Ripen,  O  gather  them  with  praise  and  eat 
Lest  the  thrushes  of  the  glen  have  swifter  wings. 

I  lie  on  the  dark  beds  of  song.      I  wander 
As  a  Kern  to  every  fire  and  sing, 
But  in  the  summer  I  will  walk  through  grass 
Into  the  west,  my  ear  to  the  little  cuckoo 
Over  the  gray  hazes  where  seven  isles 
Bramble  the  waters. 

There  will  be  clouds  on  Nephin, 
Higher  than  the  ram  may  clamber,  or  the  grass 
Where  the  loose  mearings  topple  in  the  gap 
Of  the  pure  cold  wind." 

"  Then  make  a  song,  for  one 
Is  sorrowful  here  this  night." 

And  to  the  harp 
He  sang  these  happy  words  : 

"  There  was  a  king 
That  had  nine  lands  and  wine  outside  the  door 
And  he  had  happy  pine-lands  to  bring  his  people, 
Birds.      So  far  below  the  showery  peaks 
And  falling  gleams  of  water,  shouting  men 
Climbed  out  and  drove  the  cowering  eagles  back 
With  empty  claws,  and  they  looked  down  and  told 
Of  deery  woods  and  hazel  ways  where  sunlight  stays 
All  day,  and  heard  the  early  cuckoo  calling 
From  the  green  brink  of  May.     And  so  that  King 
Grew  great  of  heart  with  his  extravagance, 
And  hearing  far  below  the  watery  noise 
Of  dancing  branches,  and  the  salmon  miles 
Around  an  isle  of  sloes.     He  called  for  every  comer 
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And   bard   whose   wandering   words,   like   mountain 

herds 
Of  sheep,  are  lost  in  grassy  days,  to  spill 
Their  mellow  praise  into  his  cup,  and  dropped  asleep 
When  thrushing  woods  were  yellow-topped  with  sun- 
set." 

Slowly  Cuchullin  spoke  : 

"  Make  no  music, 
Lest  others  in  the  ever  listening  woods 
Whirl  like  a  drift  of  leaves  against  the  loud 
Door. 

There  is  a  sound  can  shut  the  mind, 
Another  and  it  puts  the  treacherous  hand 
Upon  the  sword." 
She  said  : 

"  He  came  through  dews 
And  heavy  sedge,  and  hammered  at  the  doors 
Demanding  feast.      Torch-red  the  carven  gold 
Upon  his  arms.      He  made  a  querning  rann 
For  bread. 

They  say  he  came  down  from  the  mountains 
Into  a  valley,  and  made  so  happy  a  rann 
Men  cried  :    '  We  will  leave  the  meadow-lands,  for 

the  sally 
Is  more  than  the  sword,'  and  the  woman  sang  : 
'  We  will  weave  the  wool  no  more,  but  dance  a  dance 
For  we  are  beautiful.'     Dark  Kings  would  slay  him 

by  starlight 
Under  the  tartan  of  thought." 

"  Run  to  him,  woman, 
And  jostle  among  their  praises,  for  such  a  man 
Can  whistle  a  married  woman  to  his  bed 
F 
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Having  the  blackbird  throat." 

But  now  their  voices  grew  heavy  with  sleep,  and  sank 

Into  the  night. 

Cuchullin  said  :    "I  hear 
Low  thunder  rutting  in  the  mountain  glens." 

And  near  her  heart  she  murmured  : 

"  O  little  Hound, 
That  never  more  will  know  the  running  gleam, 
Dews  of  the  morning  tide  on  shores  of  grass, 
Bend  down  and  slumber,  for  the  lonely  storm 
Walks  with  blind  eyes  within  the  staggering  woods." 

But  he  half-hearing  said  : 

"  There  are  no  stags 
In  the  wet  woods.      I  hear  a  lonely  woman 
Crying  in  the  night.     They  carved  her  name 
Fourfold  on  ogham  for  every  wind  to  spell." 

And  as  the  loud  hours  passed,  growing  strange  with 

storm 
She  cried  : 

"  Now  I  could  almost  laugh,  seeing 
That  I  have  so  much  craft  being  a  woman. 
And  ranns  are  in  my  head,  as  though  I  drank 
Oldness  of  wine  before  bed,  yet  when  there  is  laughter 
The  heavy  rafters  growse,  and  if  there  are  women 
Sweeping  the  house,  it  may  be  they  will  turn 
Half  weeping,  as  when  a  man  is  ill  and  there  is  no 

herb, 
No  foolish  herb  that  could  be  pulled  under  the  full 

moon 
In  the  welling  hour,  for  cure      .     .      .    And  a  wild 

one  ran  out 
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Into  the  dew  for,  being  childless,  she  grew  tired 

Of  stirabout  and  the  wet  smother  of  turf 

Upon  a  fire      .      .      .     And,  though  I  disremember 

in  my  mind, 
She  would  meet  that  clan  that  are  so  kind 
To  whom  would  be  a  mother     .      .      .     Yet  having 

many  .  . 

A  word  running  in  my  head,  there  will  be  women  ^ 
Whispering  as  though  I  were  a  queen,  and  had 
Great   airs,    and    they   being   crazed   with    spinning 

wheels 
And  lullabies,  they  will  have  taken  him 
From  me.    No.     .     .    no.     .     .    no.    How  will  they 

take  him 
Seeing  I  am  his  wife  ?      Nor  will  they  make  him 
Forsake  me.     Had  I  not  fought  them  with  the  dagger 
Who  gazed  in  his  face  and  thought  him  least,  when 

Briccriu 
Held  feast  and  the  wine  staggered.      But  he,  being 

sick, 
Grew  haggard.      I  have  been  dutiful 
And  silent,  and  I  know  that  heavy  sorrow 
Will  cruddle  their  beauty,  though  they  use  proud 

ways 
And  raddle." 

With  hidden  tears  she  turned  to  him 
Murmuring  : 

"  Cuchullin,  it  is  I, 
Without  lie,  though  I  cry.      Remember  Emer, 
How  she  would  dream  herself  a  queen,  although 
I  seem  her  shadow  now.      O  grief,  his  eyes 
Gaze  through  me  into  the  roomy  darkness, 
As  though  he  never  knew  me.      They  have  put 
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The  strangeness  of  glens,  the  wailing  of  women 
Around  him.     They  have  shut  the  half-door  of  his 

mind 
To  the  wind.     The  drimmeen  may  wander  the  grass 
And  no  men  care.      I  would  number  the  wells  of 

healing, 
And  find  him  a  sheiling  where  the  wise  drink  slumber 
On  the  brink  of  the  world.     But  they  have  gathered 

spells 
And  madness  around  him." 

And  she  half  keened 
Into  herself : 

"  I  would  cross  the  dark  mearing 
When  men  have  wearied  of  spearing  the  torchy  salmon 
Over  the  weir,  and  run  within  hearing  and  call 
A  few  men  from  the  glen,  for  to-night  I  am  fearing 
For  him  I  love.      O,  I  would  cross  the  mearing 
Though  many  a  stone  fall." 

But  he  looked  up 
And  said  : 

"  When  mountain  rocks  are  red  with 
bracken 
The  fox  may  run  unseen." 

And  she  : 
"  Women 
That  live  in  green  and  hilly  Lackan,  wean 
Their  children  in  the  chilly  sun,  and  turn 
New  spools,  until  the  wooding  hawk  has  dropped 
Below  dark  pools  of  flooding. 

O  we  will  go 
South,  where  the  squirrels  run  a  mile  through  boughs 
From  isle  to  drowsy  isle,  and  in  the  hazels 
The  sunlight  dances  with  green  heels.     We  will  be 
happy, 
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For  there  the  cuckoo  is  whiling  over  the  waters 
An  hour  from  dawn,  and  in  the  sapping  woods 
Of  Samhain  the  ruddy  apples  in  their  soft  falling 
Ripen  the  grasses. 

And  there  through  the  heavy  rushes 
No  stepping-stones  go." 

But  he,  scarce  hearing, 
Murmured  : 

"  Bear  windy  sunlight  as  the  hawk, 
Cross  water  by  no  ford." 

And  she,  remembering 
The  years,  was  murmuring  to  herself : 
"  Happy  was  I,  and  the  women  sat  colouring  wool 
With  heather  in  the  twilight,  and  they  sang 
Together  with  the  river  lullabies, 
Under  a  sedging  moon.      There  were  singing,  I 
Was  spinning,  yet  I  cried,  and  I  cried  for 
Their  ways  and  dancing  in  the  grass,  and  the  girls 
Gossiping  when  I  would  pass." 

But  in  herself 
She  thought  :  there  is  much  good  in  lullabies 
And  sang  beneath  that  mournful  head  : 

"  Little  Hound, 
Little  Hound,  I  weary  of  seeing  the  dim  islands 
Where  men  pile  their  nets  of  red  fish  on  the  sand 
And  women  take  hands  there  and  dance  for  a  while 
And  unbind  their  cold  hair  in  the  wet  of  the  wind 
Until  a  few  stars  gather  dew  and  gleam  from  the 

sedge, 
And  the  world  drops  away.      I  weary  myself, 
And  I  vex  my  heart  with  its  longing.      O  would  I 

were  her 
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Who  carried  a  creel  without  fear,  without  slip, 
Over  the  weir  of  the  Otter,  with  open  red  lips, 
And  ran  and  cried  through  the  grass  as  a  misting 

plover 
On  her  wild  one,  her  lover.      Swifter  than  echo 
He  stood  beside  her  cry,  and  flamed  with  her 
Through  fluttering  woods  and  glens  without  a  name, 
And  married,  her  when  guttering  rushlights  bring 
The  utter  music  of  the  night." 

"  Sleep,  sleep,  little  Hound, 
And  sleep  now,  for  drowsily  over  Slieve  Fews 
Heavy  dews  creep  from  the  boughs,  while  I  weep 
While  I  weep.      Let  you  yawn  and  grow  weary, 
And  slumber.     I  would  take  off  my  shoes  and  move 
As  a  mouse,  on  bare  feet  through  the  house  of  a  king 
Lest  he  wake.     I  would  pull  down  my  hair,  and  give 

him  full  sleep 
From  my  lips.     For  clearly  I  see  now  the  morrow 
Gray  dawn  on  the  lake,  and  sorrow  on  me  while 

around  the  dim  islands 
Wings  drip." 

But  heavy  with  -despair 
She  whispered  to  herself  : 

"  He  does  not  know  me, 
What  can  I  do,  who  am  a  lonely  woman, 
With  no  child  of  my  own,  grown  of  my  bone, 
But  only  him  I  love,  but  pull  down  my  hair 
And  weep,  lest  they  should  take  him  from  me. 
How  will  they  ever  know  I  lie  all  night 
Awake,  hearing  the  wind  and  the  dark  river, 
Crying  for  a  little  thing,  a  childeen  of  my  own. 
WThy  should  they  all  have  children  only  I 
Beside  their  spinning  wheels  ?     And  Deirdre, 
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Although  she  was  a  queen  and  had  grown  proud, 
Had  weaned  three  children  ;   when  I  pass  the  west 
The  suckling  mothers  look  at  me  with  milkish 
Eyes.      And  I  must  be  awake  and  weep 
For  a  wee  little  babe  that  would  be  all  my  own.' 

But  as  she  wept  beside  his  feet ;  in  dreams 

He  moved  with  the  slow  sun  through  barren  glens 

Between  wild  mountains  from  the  cold  deep  pools, 

The  stepping-stones  of  light,  and  slowly  reached 

The  clouded  ridges  of  the  world.      The  mists 

Grew  fiery  as  he  walked  in  terrible 

Light,  his  massive  shield  of  hammered  bronze 

Carven  with  shadow. 

And  one  ran  brightly  through  his  sleep 

That  was  a  fire  and  was  a  singing  voice, 

And  far  below  the  storm  flickered  from  isle 

To  isle  within  the  burning  west  as  he 

Sea-laboured    through    clouds    above    the    lessening 

gyres 
Of  salt-winged  eagles  as  that  demon  smith 
That  saw  beyond  the  capes  the  dim  red  sun 
Burn  on  the  anvil  of  dark  water-storm 

Alone. 

But  as  he  gazed  he  knew  the  shapes 
Of  demigods  encaped  in  burning  glooms 
Seaward  beyond  the  smoking  gleam  and  sound 
Of  charioteering  from  lashed  gales,  and  voices 
Driving  from  the  clouds  : 

"  The  lonely  minds 
Of  men  take  fire  and  thought  from  us, 
The  smoke  of  prayer  and  sword  is  low,  but  far 
Inland,  the  nations  drive  the  haltered  bullocks. 
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Dark  adoration  steams  from  many  altars, 
And  fire  is  lifted  on  the  hillocks." 
The  hosts 
Gathered  from  islands  and  Formorian  clans 
Beleaguered  them  with  foam  and  darkness,  flaming 
Into  terrible  battle, 

Across  plains  darkening 
Into  cut  boglands  low  in  the  red  west, 
Where  the  dim  clouds  were  smouldering  as  turf,  he  saw 
The  clans  of  Maeve  and  thought ;    they  sleep  at  last, 
Their  dreams  are  war,  and  that  pale  queen  is  dream- 
ing 
Of  seaward  kingdoms,  her  heavy  torch-red  hair 
Flamy  with  night  and  cried  within  the  wind 
"  Alas,  I  much  labour  again  in  the  long  war 
Of  Cualgne,  O  slowly  move  the  granite  wheels 
Of  war." 

And  far  within  the  land  he  heard  the  surges 
Breaking  along  the  bays  of  grey  Muirthemne, 
And  thought  of  a  dark  form  for  centuries 
Pacing  beside  the  long  resounding  tides 
Of  war. 

Now  from  the  south  the  clans  of    Ere 
Had  flowed  as  sounding  fire  through  hammered  iron 
With  them  of  Cairpre,  and  from  the  capes, 
Out  of  their  noisy  cauldrons,  kingdoms 
Had  spilled  their  fiery  clans  from  westward  mixed 
With  flight  as  ravens,  and  their  choking  chariots 
Reared  down  the  causeways,  gathering  low  sound 
From    burning   wheels    shielded    with    speed,    their 

queen 
That  rode,  red  speared,  with  flamy  lashing  manes 
Lifting  the  wind,  and  slower  dragging  plunder, 
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Fierce  jewels,  burdensome  to  the  stallioned  clans 
Of  Maine,  and  the  black  redoubling  tide 
Swept  back  with  foaming  banners  where  the  Hound 
Had  bayed  in  thunder  the  unapproachable 
Gates  of  the  north. 

Black  waters  from  his  dream 
Roared  round  him,  and  deepening  into  bulrushes 
He  fought  with  Ferdia,  his  mighty  comrade 
Swept  down  by  war,  and  as  they  heaved  locked  shield 
And  sword,  the  reddening  waters  grew  salt  and  bitter 
With  the  tide  and,  leaping  down  the  sea,  his  spear 
Slew  his  own  son  by  Aoife,  and  he  saw 
That  fair  young  body  from  the  northern  isles 
Flopping  in  the  waves,  and  cried  in  anguish  : 
"  O,  I  have  slain  my  son." 

He  roused  with  his  own  cry 
And  a  woman  wakened  at  his  feet,  weeping 
From  fear  : 

"  O  Cu,  I  had  slept,  for  I  was  weary, 
And,  being  foolish,  I  dreamed  that  you  were  gone 
From  me." 
She  rose. 

"  But  I  will  heap  more  peat 
Upon  the  flagstone,  and  surely  I  will  put 
White  bread  and  wine  upon  the  board, 
And  a  tall  light,  lest  the  idle  serving  women 
Come,  and  we  will  eat." 

He  gazed  into  the  night, 
Saying  : 

"  The  clouded  demigods  look  down 
Seaward,  from  the  ridges  of  the  world 
Where  the  faint  daily  smoke  of  sacrifice 
Drifts  out  from  isle  to  isle,  or  far  inland 
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See  men  as  midges  ;   while  the  folk  pile  mearings 
For  the  green  thrift  of  rye,  they  wive  and  rear 
Children,  and  die.      But  the  flaming  minds, 
That  move  with  the  slow  sun  and  cloud,  alone 
Prevail  and  wheel  forever." 

As  she  went 
About  the  smouldering  shadow,  he  said  : 

"I 
Have  dreamed  too,  wildly,  and  there  is  no  room 
Can  hold  more  than  a  foolish  thought.      Seeing 
That  bread  is  at  my  elbow,  candlelight, 
And  simple  things,  a  heavy  waterish  jewel 
Some  man  has  kindled  into  fire  because 
Of  dreams  :    there  has  been  too  much  crying 
Within  my  head.    The  wise  have  seen  the  fires 
Grown  heavy,  and  have  gone  to  bed.      I  am 
Tired,  but  they  bred  a  fire  into  my  bone 
That  will  not  let  me  rest." 

Her  busy  heart  sang  louder  : 

"He  is  freed. 
We  will  be  happy,  for  druids  say  the  storm 
Will  empty  at  dawn,  and  go  into  the  sun. 
O  Hound,  there  is  more  honey  in  the  south.' 


But  seeing  again  that  dark  heroic  head 
Stormful  with  dreams,  she  grew  more  terrified, 
And  the  wine  dripped  like  blood. 

"  What  can  I  do 
But  cry  and  murmur  again,  as  though  only 
A  spinning  wheel  mattered,  and  an  empty  vat 
Was  the  floor  of  feast,  for  he  is  whispering 
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To  things  of  the  air.      Foolish  I  was,  and  si  epy, 

For  keeping  her  away,  for  she  is  young 

Having  a  heady  voice,  and  women  said 

That  Niav  could  save  him." 

Pale  she  gazed  on  him, 

With  all  their  troubled  years  ;    but  he  was  dreaming 

Of  the  bright  Sidhe  in  islands  where  he  loved 

Within  the  wet,  unhunted  woods,  and  heard 

The  slow  year  pass  through  grass  with  watery  cries 

Of  wandering  birds,  and  as  he  re-awakened 

He  heard  Niav. 

"  O  Cuchullin,  I 
Had  lingered  as  for  bickering  jewels  when  kings 
Contend  within  the  west,  staking  their  lands 
And  mountain  lakes  for  the  slow  blood-red  chess 
Of  war,  and  fall  where  sails  drag  windy  plunder 
From  the  edges  of  the  sea  ;    when  chariots, 
Bearing  with  sound  from  the  smouldering  lands, 
Passed  as  with  darkening  wings  and  driven  spears 
Burned  into  stars,  I  wept  as  a  slight  girl 
Before  her  mating,  in  fear  of  the  dark  kingly 
Bed.    Why  do  you  dream  within  the  stormful  glen, 
Between  strange  mountains,  like  a  sorrowing  king 
Wrhen  war  has  ebbed.       I    hear  the  gathering  clans 
Of  Maeve  westward,  and  the  treachery 
Of  Concobar. 

Had  not  Fergus  MacRoy 
Fled  in  a  brazen  whirl  of  shields,  torch-red, 
Into  the  west,  beyond  the  skirling  seagulls  ? 
Derg  fallen  ?      Conall  ridden  from  the  smoke 
Of  plundered  kingdoms  ?     On  such  a  night  of  storms 
Deirdre  heard  from  the  shrill  rushing  sails 
The  voice  of  children  lost  within  the  waves 
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And  knew  the  end  of  all.     But  there  is  treachery. 

As  I  came  I  heard  low  whispering — 

In  shadowy  corners,  and  a  creeping  sound 

Of  daggers  in  the  night.      Four  torches  only 

Flare  in  the  dun,  and  the  doors  are  barred." 

She  turned 
And  cried  aloud  : 

"  O  listeners  in  the  house, 
Tiptoe  upon  the  yewen-seasoned  floors, 
Lest  their  foolish  reeds  cry  treason. 

Alas! 
He  will  not  look  on  me,  will  he  not  dare  ? 
Will  he  not  turn  from  the  wide  smouldering  plains 
Kingward,  when  the  wet  chariots  rush  up  from  the 

reek, 
And  trampled  smoke  of    rains  and  marauding  clans 
Rabbling  in  many  raths  for  ample  cups, 
Half  choke  themselves  with  gabbling  wine,  and  talk 
Of  fabulous  conquest  ?      Will  he  run  into  the  air 
Bareheaded,  who  is  a  dreaded  king,  before 
The   women   at   the   doors   have   threaded   spinning 

wheels 
W7ith  ranns  of  him  ?     Must  I  make  talk  and  love, 
Because  he  has  become  a  burning  dream 
Of  heady  wine  mixed  in  my  thoughts,  an  inward 
Drinking,  as  when  in  the  burning  fall  of  Kingdoms 
Pale  clans  pour  out,  and  their  abandoned  women 
Gape  at  the  doors,  and  will  take  rape  to  bed, 
Murmuring  like  famished  wolves,  while  far  beyond 
The  capes  are  sounding  ruin  ?  " 

'  O  Cuchullin,  beware, 
Though  we  are  only  air,  dim  air,  though  we  pass, 
And  the  mountain  grass  know  not,  O  beware.' 
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"  Who  is  it  that  is  crying  out  there  all  night. 
Is  there  no  heavy  sleep  but  I  must  dream  ? 
Deep  music  crossed  the  ford,  although  the  harp 
Was  lost." 

'  O  Cuchullin,  beware, 
Of  her  dark  flooding  hair,  for  the  wind  and  no  man 
Can  unbind  it.' 

1  The  grass  is  cold  to-night. 
I  hear  them  crying  in  Glenmacanass  ; 
O  my  lonely  share  of  the  world,  it  is  I, 
Only  I.' 

'  Cuchullin,  do  not  listen. 
They  cry  when  the  light  mether  of  the  moon 
Glistens,  and  the  mountain  hare  in  the  wet  heather." 


And  far  away  they  wailed  within  the  storm, 
But  mockingly  she  cried  : 

"  O  to  have  ransacked 
Great  kingdoms  with  the  sword,  when  under  rafters 
The  clans  run  from  the  heavy  cauldrons  spilling 
Fire,  half  stumbling  from  the  heavy  treasure 
Their  stallions  hate  ;    to  have  heard  the  gates 
In  the  hour  no  torch  can  burn,  and  yet  to  fear 
These  little  hands,  that  cannot  keep  out  storm 
Nor  sleep. 

O  now  let  jugglers  leap  up  and  dance 
Fornenst  the  King,  with  running  cup  and  sword, 
For  war  is  at  the  brim. 

I  will  be  calm 
As  when  I  wandered  in  the  mountains, 
And  ran  from  gales  of  grass,  and  my  hair  like  wine 
Mingled  through  water)-  air,  and  I  remembered 
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How  men  had  lifted  an  unwedded  girl 
Upon  a  massive  shield,  long,  long  ago, 
That  she  might  see  her  sombre  lover  crested 
Above  the  noisy  waves  of  battle.      But  she 
Covered  her  eyes  with  little  hands,  and  wept  ; 
And  seeing  from  far  that  face  like  a  pale  star 
He  knew  that  it  was  Fionnavar,  and  sang, 
And  died. 

O  Cuchullin,  it  is  war." 
But  sadly  he  answered  : 

"  The  minds  of  many  men 
Make   greatness,   take   fire   and   tumult   from   their 

dreams, 
The  sunlight  ploughs  great  plains  and  early  clans 
Break  the  rich  earth  for  tillage  ;    when  they  hear 
The  wind  in  the  wheat,  like  the  steady  pouring 
Of  grain  into  the  quern,  their  gathered  might 
Defends  those  yellow  shores,  much  vexing  gold 
Piling  their  words  ;    while  other  sailing  thoughts 
Have  shaken  the  long  black  gallies,  under  island, 
Under  fastness,  seamewed  where  the  clouded  Kings, 
Beleagured   with   wave-stepped   cliff  and   plundered 

sail, 
Watch  saffron  tides  of  dawn  :    deep  in  the  vallies 
Quietness  comes  with  the  low  showery  clouds, 
Half  wading  through  the  green  ford  of  woods,  and 

peace 
Mellows  in  the  vats  of  all  that  land  ;    their  wealth 
Is  song  and  the  quiet  of  ungathered  wool 
In  lush  green  vallies,  sound  in  the  salting  bays, 
When  oaring  gleams  lift  from  the  salmon  tide, 
And  the  brown  floundering  sails  drop  down  with  men 
And  grounding  where  the  carven  black  hulls  laze 
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In  a  wash  of  seagulls,  chained  with  dull  red  dregs 
Of  sleepy  wine,  and  dream  of  whaling  seas  ; 
Slow  days  ;    a  woman  burdened  in  her  womb 
Might  wind  and  rewind  from  the  spindle,  and  weave 
Across  the  clumsy  loom  a  purple  cloak 
For  kings,  and  dream  it  heavy  in  the  gloom, 
With  smoke  of  feast  when  the  last  fiery  threads 
Of  parting  wings  break  in  the  west. 

I  hear 

Within  the  storm  the  axes  of  the  years 
Breaking  in  these  dark  wooded  kingdoms. 
Hazel  and  hollywood  fall  down,  for  song 
Is  hedged  no  more  ;    only  a  naked  wind 
Stands  shivering  in  the  cold  rivers." 

Niav 
Rose  wildly,  as  though  the  storm  held  burning  wine, 
And  sang  how  many  loved  her,  how  they  said 
That  she  was  beautiful,  and  running  in  the  wood, 
And  women  sang  to  her  : 

"  Is  it  light  and  sweet, 
Is  it  running  on  bright  feet,  that  I  may  come 
Over  the  watery  grasses  of  the  hill. 
Weary  I  was,  Love,  yet  happily  I  came, 
And  my  hair  tossed  brightly  in  my  eyes, 
And  I  saw  the  yellow  seagulls  in  the  sunset. 

I  washed 
Below  the  pools  of  drowning,  and  the  women  came 
With  lavish  dew  from  flowers,  to  sweeten  me 
For  the  new  bed. 

And  they  sang  : 

"  We  love  the  red  star, 
Sing,  Fionnavar,  sing,  it  will  light  the  far  eyes 
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Of  her  lover,  though  there  come  no  windy  sail 
From  the  foam." 

"  Hasten  you,  Creide,  and  comb 
Her  heavy  hair.     Ungirdle  her  waist  for  her  lover." 

And  they  sang  together  in  the  dew  : 

"  At  the  reddening  of  the  sails  in  the  twilight, 
When  men  fish  a  windy  league  with  the  seagulls 
On  the  brink  of  the  night,  and  women  fear 
A  gale." 

She  ceased,  for  voices  came  as  from  the 
waves  : 
"  Niav, 

O  Niav." 

She  turned  : 

"  Why  are  they  calling  me, 
Creide  and  Etave  ?  " 

And  hurried  into  the  night. 
But  he,  believing  she  lingered  in  the  gloom, 
Called  to  her,  and  heard  but  the  uneasy  sound 
Of  torchlight,  and  murmured  : 

"  Women  are  whirled  as  leaves, 
They  drift  against  our  dreams." 

And  he  bent  down 
Beside  the  greyish  hearth. 

The  sudden  door 
Reeled,  and  the  dripping  storm  rushed  in  and  filled 
The  rafters  with  uproar,  and  the  heavy  smoke 
Drifting  from  the  far  cauldrons  clouded  the  flame 
Of  the  last  guttering  torch.      Thresholded, 
Beautiful  and  white,  with  trembling  limbs, 
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Like  her  I  love,  within  a  light  of  storm 
Lost  Niav  stood.      The  wet  gale  of  her  hair 
Rang  downwards  to  her  heels.     Breathless  she  gazed, 
Wine-eyed  with  fear,  then  in  the  dim  light  she  ran 
With  terrified  hands  to  him  : 

"  O  my  love, 
Do  not  look  upon  me,  for  the  waters 
Are  flooding  in  the  glen,  and  I  am  bled 
From  the  reeds  and  wind." 

And  as  she  leaned 
Backward,  wearied,  her  naked  breasts  were  bruised 
With  wine. 

"  Alas,  the  fierce  wolves  of  the  storm 
Whirled  me  as  rain  far  down  the  narrowing  glen, 
Where  clans  ran  flickering  in  the  cold  grass, 
And  womanly  voices  rushed  from  the  noise 
Of  waters." 

She  listened. 

"  But  there  is  treachery 
Behind  the  storm-loosed  doors.    This  house  is  jealous 
And  sudden.      For  now  three  torches  only  light 
The  outer  dun.      Far  Concobar  has  praised 
Fabulous  jewels,  a  rabble  of  tumbled  stars 
From  ransacked  cromlechs,  for  each  man  to  haft 
A  dagger,  or  gain  a  woman." 

And  she  half 
Laughed 

"  They  have  lit  the  heady  darkness  with  thought 
Jewels,  for  they  are  daft  with  wine,  and  stumble 
Hither  with  raping  eyes.      How  shall  I  sleep, 
Feeling  them  touch  me  ?  " 

But  in  the  lull 
There  came  a  sound  as  thunder  : 
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"  Mighty  Hound, 
Bend  down  and  speak,  for  I  am  terrified." 
But  mournfully  he  said  : 

"  I  hear  the  mountains 
Calling.      My  dreams  burn  down.      I  am  awake. 
Alas,  the  stallions  will  neigh  for  more  than  grass, 
Remembering  the  dark  cold  lakes.      Now  war 
Reels  with  fierce  clans  and  I,  alone,  defend 
These  smouldering  lands  until  the  desolate  end, 
Who  thought  to  spend  my  days  as  other  men — 
Happy  beside  the  fire  among  children 
And  memories." 

And  as  he  slowly  rose, 
Sad  voices  ran  retreating  in  the  storm  : 
'  Cuchullin,  O  Cuchullin,  we  are  dead. 
The  sudden  sword  was  mixed  into  our  sleep 
With  light.      We  wander  in  the  cold  high  glens. 
We  are  emptied  as  cries  into  the  storm. 
Break  wine  and  sleep,  and  now,  O  women,  weep, 
For  we  were  dreaming,  and  the  loud  clans  came 
With  rapine  at  their  heels,  and  we  are  dead, 
And  all  the  westward  land  is  smoke  and  flame.' 

But  menacing  he  rose  into  the  glooms 

Of  breaking  smoke  and  raftered  light,  the  horns 

Of  his  great  helmet  loud  with  storm,  his  torques 

Of  hammered  gold  began  to  slowly  burn 

Resounding,  and  like  a  woman  terrified, 

His  massive  sword  fell  with  a  piercing  cry. 


IV. 


High  torches  flared  throughout  the  rath  of  Emain 
Where  massive  cauldrons  lifted  clouds  of  praise 
Before  great  Concobar,  who  watched  concealed 
The  murmuring  ranks  below  and  gathered  chieftains 
Under  the  horns  of  twilight  ;    but  the  clans 
Saw  only  in  the  shadows  pouring  jewels 
Upon  the  hidden  King,  like  silent  weirs 
Of  fire. 

Around  the  hearths  the  famished  clan 
Of  Conall  Cearnach  had  returned  from  plunder 
In  the  red  stormful  west,  and  like  thick  wolves, 
Feasted. 

Meanwhile  spies  came  without  a  sound 
From  many  doors,  with  tidings,  and  they  cried 
Throneward  : 

1  When  far  between  the  darkening  cantreds 
Of  westward  gale  the  slant  red  spear  of  sunset 
Fell,  as  from  the  fiery  bubbling  wells 
Of  hammered  brazen  cauldrons  the  demigod, 
Taking  the  unclouded  spear  that  gave  these  clans 
Their  sorrowful  trouble,  hurled  it,  blazing, 
Through  the  world — 

Terrible  in  the  red  day, 
Narrowing  through  barren  glens  of  storm 
From  the  dim  arrowing  waters  we  had  seen 
Cuchullin." 

But  the  shadowed  King  was  silent. 
One  cried  : 

"  Then  far  to  seaward  as  a  cormorant 
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Where  waves  break  in  the  cold  grey  west  beyond 
The  darkening  rims  of  all  that  land,  and  low 
Beneath  the  dim  red  anvil-horn  of  the  moon. 
I  saw  the  Hound." 

But  the  throne  was  still. 
And  the  last  cried  : 

"  I  saw  him  charioteering 
Wildly  in  his  sea-kingdom,  his  naming  locks 
Were  forged  with  flight.      But  in  the  south  I  heard 
The  clans  of  Ere  and  Maeve  stirred  in  the  west." 

The  King  shook. 

A  great  voice  cried  in  the  dun  : 
"  Cathva,  where  is  Cathva  ?  " 

But  no  man  spoke  a  word. 
And  Conall  Cearnach  rose  with  burning  torques  : 
"  O  mighty  clans  that  call  in  vain  on  druids 
And  torchlit  waters,  weak  from  an  old  curse 
As  women  in  their  childbed,  nor  dare  rebel 
When  the  Hound  bays." 

But  his  voice  swept  down 
When  the  great  shield  of  Concobar  resounded 
With  slowing  tides  of  war  ;  gathering  his  clans 
He  shouldered  through  the  waters  of  that  sound 
Into  the  night,  and  rapidly  swarming  horsemen, 
Bending  betwixt  the  bellies  of  their  stallions 
And  plunging  causeway,  fixed  thick  girth  and  brace 
For  the  far  thundering  leagues  and  the  wide  gates 
Resounding  with  opening  cauldrons  of  flame, 
Spilled  the  dense  clans,  into  the  darkness  lit 
With  galloping  faces,  like  fiercely  bubbling  pitch. 
And  from  the  flickering  ramparts  windy  voices 
Of  women  wailed  : 
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"  Break  heavy  wine  and  sleep, 
For  they  will  come  no  more  who  seek  the  fiery  shore 
Of  these  dim  kingdoms." 

Far  away  the  plains 
Reeled  from  the  ringing  hooves,  and  floating  mist 
And  smoke  of  forests  sank  behind  ;    a  roar 
Of  sudden  waters  leaped  within  their  ears, 
Tightening  the  foamy  bits  : 

"  O  faster,  faster, 
Lest  we  are  late,  that  ride  into  the  storm, 
Yet  who  shall  master  fate." 

'  Ye  ride,  O  men, 

From  your  disaster.' 

Rearing  from  the  waters 
Backward,  they  heard  thunder  and  sorrow  breaking 
From  Emain  of  the  Kings  as  though  great  clans 
Plundered  the  mighty  fortress,  terrified, 
Healing  the  forbidden  hordes  of  Firbolgs 
Descend  into  the  plains    but  Conall  turned 
His  plunging  horse,  the  black  horns  of  his  helmet 
Bullocked  against  the  splashy  gleams  of  lifted 
Shields  from  the  watery  roar  : 

"  The  winds  have  cast 
Phantoms  of  flame  and  sound  from  their  pools 
To  terrify  the  clans.     Let  them  who  will  take  sword 
And  heart  to  follow  me." 

And  rode  with  gathering  horns 
Into  the  dripping  woods. 

Shadows 
That  brooded  there  looked  from  the  trees,  and  sank 
Into  pools,  and  as  they  rode  they  grew 
Aware  of  many  passing  by  their  side 
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With  icy  breath,  and  knew  the  hosted  dead 
Were  riding  by  their  coldly-sweating  horses. 
And  one  grown  crazed  with  the  strange  silence  cried  : 
'  Behold  the  dim  and  grey,  cloud-wandering,  wolf— 
The  moon  !  " 

And  disappeared  into  the  darker 
Woods. 

The   flitting   pines    leaped   from   thick 
bushes, 
And  past  wet  miles  of  water  and  crying  sedge 
They  rode  into  the  moon. 

Outside  the  wood 
A  lonely  horseman,  with  slung  golden  harp, 
Had  waited,  and  he  cried  : 

"  I  come  from  Emer," 
And  galloped  by  their  side. 

Thundering  through  the  black  gap  of  the  north 
They  galloped  louder  under  rocky  pinewoods, 
And  heard  low  rumbling  as  from  anvils  breaking 
In  Slieve  Gullion,  and  the  sullen  echoes 
Hammering  far  mountain  gates,  sea-bolted, 
Within  the  barren  loughs  of  Muirthemne, 
And  in  their  riding  hearts  they  murmured  :  cauldrons 
Of  storm  overbrim,  by  night  the  smith  forges 
Terrible  weapons  for  the  demigods,  houndless, 
He  broods,  and  reforges  in  flame  and  uproar  ; 
And  the  stranger  lifted  his  harp  into  the  gusts, 
And  sang  above  the  spears  how,  long  ago 
Their  King  had  feasted  in  that  mountain  rath, 
And  clans  drank  from  the  iron  cups  ;    but  a  scream 
Spattered  the  night,  and  in  the  dreadful  hush 
Cuchullin  stood  before  the  angered  smith 
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And  cried  with  boyish  voice — he  was  the  Hound  ; 
And  sang  how,  long  ago,  beneath  the  moon, 
Cuchullin  saw  alone  from  wild  Slieve  Few 
The  thrashing  gleam  of  kingdoms  far  below, 
And  knew  his  land  ;   and  coming  down  by  pinewoods 
Into  the  fiery  shadow  of  gathered  clans, 
Caught  the  great  horns  of  a  harp,  and  sang 
Until  the  gray  dawn  and  high  above  the  noise 
Of  many  seas,  had  chosen  the  voice  and  flaming 
Of  the  sword,  far  down  gray  windy  coasts. 

They  rode 
Scarce  hearing  his  rann,  for  the  mountain  thunder 
Reverberated,  and  with  shrilly  neighing 
Their  horses  galloped  far  into  the  night, 
And  silently  they  came  into  wide  boglands, 
Along  great  causeways,  raised  by  demigods 
Unnumbered  centuries  ago,  splashing 
Wet  paven  moonlight  from  their  fetlocks,  while  slowly 
The  crumbling  granite  wakened  from  aged  slumber 
And  rumbled  far  behind,  and  lonely  cranes 
Groped  from  the  reeds,  and  riding  they  grew  aware 
Of  three  that  galloped  soundlessly  ahead  ; 
Deep  drove  the  spurs,  and  in  a  sudden  flaring 
Of  manes  and  torches,  where  black  dreadful  waters 
Flickered  and  flared  beyond  with  bobbing  shadows, 
They  saw  the  red-speared  riders  disappearing 
With  purple  windy  mantles  in  the  darkness 
Beyond  the  fiery  moving  rings,  and  Conall  \ 
Remembering  Conaire,  the  fated  King, 
Beyond  his  riding  clans,  slow,  burdened  with  home- 
ward 
Plunder,  saw,  long  ago,  far  horsemen  throbbing 
Like  motes  within  the  west,  and  turning,  knew 
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His  lands  were  smoke  and  flame,  and  all  his  power 
Forever  past,  fierce,  galloping  abreast, 
Cried  out : 

"  Give  words  to  me  if  ye  are  men,  lest 
These  swords  speak." 

But  laughing  from  far  reins 
They  rode.    The  last  sang  from  his  bending  shoulder 
A  windy  rann  : 

1  Ride,  ride  into  the  west, 
Beyond  the  storm,  beyond  shieling,  from  slumber  and 

wine, 
Where  fire  has  darker  dreams  in  water.      Ride, 
For  there  is  no  healing.' 

"  And  who  are  ye  that  ride 
By  night  ?  " 

'  O  men,  we  ride,  we  ride  forever.' 
"  And  is  the  Hound  within  the  west  ?  " 

Mockingly 
They  vanished  into  night. 

But  Conall,  turning, 
Cried  after  him  : 

"  This  is  a  crazy  riddle 
For  lazy  housewives  when  they  griddle  bread 
Or  dream  and  lie  abed." 

So  far  to  westward 
They  rode  as  drizzling  shadows  through  a  glen  : 
And  not  as  feastward  with  song  and  plunder, 
When  the  dark  poets  took  a  sword  across  the  heather, 
They  waded  through  wet  hazes  where  old  cromlechs 
Leaned  against  heavy  grass,  while  underneath 
Dim  graven  urns  that  held  another  kingdom 
Slumbered, 
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Within  a  lonely  glen  one  called 
Beside  their  stallions  : 

1  As  I  drove  the  cattle 
In  the  wet  of  the  wind,  I  saw  a  red  clan  ride 
Towards  battle.' 

They  saw  him  gaunt  and  watery 
Against  the  moon,  with  ragged  boarish  skins 
Across  his  paps,  and  angrily  the  poet 
Cried,  wheeling  in  a  swirl  of  dim  gold 
His  dappling  horse,  and  wise  of  song  : 

"  Drive  swine 
Into  the  fallen  apples,  for  these  men  drink 
More  dangerous  wine,  O  herdsman  and  O  stranger 
Of  the  glen." 

But  they  were  chill  and  saddled, 
For  all  the  night  was  filled  with  phantom  horns, 
And  far  away  in  the  high  glens  they  heard 
The  herdsman  whistling  shriller  than  the  wind, 
His  herdings  lost  in  thunder. 

Lengthening 
Under  the  wooded  cliffs  they  slowly  climbed, 
But,  swifter,  Conall  reined  upon  the  brink 
Saw  far  below,  his  clansmen  slowly  topping 
The  ridges  of  the  night,  where  tall  black  pines 
Speared  in  the  water}7  pools  the  salmon  moon, 
And  heard  below  the  dropping  pebbles,  wet  breezes 
That  swam  through  heavy  hazels  as  the  waterish 
Noises  of  otter,  and  trumpeting  his  clans 
Together  on  that  ridge,  where  the  last  larches 
Rang  from  the  windy  spaces  like  frenzied  stallions 
That  cannot  break  their  traces,  rapidly  they  gathered 
And  galloped  far  across  the  running  plains 
Of  wind.      And  so  for  moonlit  miles  of  sedge 
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And  cry  they  cantered  where  the  windy  spoors 
Arrowed  the  waters,  and  as  they  passed  odd  gusts 
Ran,  galloped,  by  their  manes  until  they  saw, 
Lifting  far  beyond  the  moorlands,  terrible 
From  weirs  of  moonlight,  many  clouded  ridges 
Of  mountains  sheered  against  the  racing  skies 
Like  shattered  spears. 

So  they  descended 
Through  pinewoods,  stepping  down  into  the  night 
With  noise  of  waters. 

When  the  gray  herdless  dawn 
Came  through  the  pure  cold  gap  of  the  mountains, 
They  wearily  splashed  from  possing  woods,  and  far 
Below  that  windy  brink  they  saw  the  light 
Fording  a  mile  of  waters. 

With  bleak  spears 
They  crossed  between  the  sedges,  as  Athairne, 
And  his  fierce  clans,  with  purple  plunder  on  mules 
Stumbling,  gold  and  red  torques,  battleaxed 
From  despoiled  cantreds  and  lingering  fire,  waded 
With  seagulls  the  wide  waters  of  Moynealta 
Hurdled  with  shrill  reeds. 

As  the  jaded  horses 
Drank  and  the  clan  tore  ravenous  bread,  they  heard 
A  woman  crying  by  the  waters  : 

"  He  is  dead, 
My  Hound  is  dead  !  " 

She  gazed  upon  the  clan 
As  with  blind  eyes,  her  weary  face  was  gray 
With  dawn. 

"  It  is  the  Washer  of  the  Ford," 
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They  cried  : 

"  Away  !    away  !  " 

But  one  cried  out : 
"It  is  a  childing  woman  crazed  with  grief, 
Wandering  as  a  gray  leaf  of  the  woods  from  home 
And  a  lonely  cradle." 

But  they  rode  from  the  daybreak 
With  dim  foreboding  hearts,  and  slowly  climbing 
Came  with  the  low  sun  into  a  barren  land 
Of  pines. 

At  evening,  and  westward  from  those 
mountains, 
From  that  great  glen  as  from  a  dazzling  vat, 
The  white  clouds  drifted  ;    over  the  black  ridges 
And  windy  grasses  the  gleam  of  broken  waters 
Ran. 

"  O  galloping  clan,  there  remains  in  this  land, 
Though  men  pass,  though  men  die,  a  drifting  silence 
And  grass  near  the  ford  of  the  sky." 

These  words  were  spoken 
Beyond  Rusheen,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Oweenbuiee. 
None  heard  them  in  the  arrow  of  the  wind 
As  they  went  by. 

Scanning  in  the  sunlight 
With  narrower  eyes  than  a  hawk,  the  bard 
Cried  aloud  : 

"  How  beautiful  the  land 
Below,  soft  voices  flow  through  the  last  forests, 
Green  flighty  cantreds  of  the  hawk,  to  peaks 
Dissolved  in  light  and  thought.      When  mighty  king- 
doms 
Are  sounding  no  more,  yet  clouded  beauty  moves 
Throughout  the  lonely  grass." 
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Far  voices  paseed 
Through  the  high  glens. 

'  O  dance,  and  dance  in  the  cold    wet 
grass, 
And  hold  wild  hands  together  as  we  pass 
The  mountain  heather,  the  dewy  grass.' 

Lifting 
His  voice  toward  the  pure  cold  air 
He  sang  aloft  : 

"  O  lonely  dancers, 
That  forever  dance  in  the  cold  wet  grass 
When  heavy  waterish  blackberries  are  falling 
Softly  below,  remember  the  little  clan 
That  is  riding  beyond  the  last  reeded  shore, 
And  the  calling  of  eagles  and  men  that  will  return 
No  more. 

But  I,  I  that  have  loved 
With  many  women,  remember  one  pale  face 
Beside  the  lonely  door.      O  desolate  dancers, 
There  is  no  foothold  in  the  cold  wet  grass." 

And  as  they  rode  they  heard  faint  voices  drifting. 

As  they  climbed 
Beyond  the  last  black  cataract  of  pines 
They  saw  far  down  the  glens  the  gullied  sunlight 
Pouring,  and  all  around  the  shadowed  mountains 
And  heatherlands  that  knew  no  kingly  cairn 
Nor  pillar-stone 

Where  the  dark  cold  reeds 
Seemed  almost  sky,  they  heard  the  lonely  curlew 
W^aterily  cry.     He  sang, 

"  I  come  from  ferns, 
In  a  womanly  place  of  querns  I  saw  one  face 
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Of  sadness.      I  am  the  lonely  Kern  of  song. 
Ah  me  !    The  speed,  the  gleamy  flight,  the  madness 
In  the  pure  cold  air.      .      .      .       There  was  a  king 
Once  rode  the  heather  with  many  men,  and  wine. 
He  saw  his  shadow  crowned  in  waters.      Glad, 

0  men,  was  he  !      He  turned,  as  I,  toward  song, 
Stood  up  in  the  stirrup  and  flung  a  golden  cup, 
And  saddened  for  that  sunken  gleam.      Ah  me  ! 
The  running  light,  the  sound,  the  madness  of  the  air 
There  is  no  more,  no  more,  beyond  these  forelands 
Of  the  sky  but  the  wild  unallowable  wind. 

And  are  ye  crazed  from  riding  that  cannot  hear 
The  hounding  in  the  clouds,  see  bright,  far  shapes 
That  flash  and  pass  and  call  ?  " 

Gathering,  they 
Drew  swords  around  his  singing.       He  was  crazed, 
They  sought  the  westward  Hound. 

"  O  clans  of  men,  to  the  sword, 
To  the  sudden  sword,  all  praise. 

From  darker  mountains, 
From  the  loud  delivering  flame,  I  shone  and  came. 

1  follow  the  hound.    My  children  are  great  kingdoms, 
I  name  them  and  they  sink 

To  the  maker  of  death 
And  song,  to  the  sword  and  the  defeated  Hound 
All  praise." 

He  maned   the  wind  and  swiftly  gal- 
loping 
Past,  his  golden  head  burned  in  the  reedy  pools 
And  his  stallion,  shouldering  as  with  great  wings, 
Flamed  on  the  scarp. 

"  The  mournful  years 
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Of  these  majestic  lands  burn  slowly  down 
Their  shadows  are  the  harp 

But  I,  I  am 
The  voice  of  song,  that  will  return  no  more." 

And  as  he  vanished  from  the  brink,  slow  thunder 
Came  from  below. 

But  Conall  Cearnach  knew  in  his  deep  heart 
That  it  was  Aongus  Mor. 


Far  away  the  ravens  saw 
That  stranger  clan  huddled  against  the  skies 
Preening  their  spears, 

But  from  that  brink, 
That  seemed  the  last  mearing  of  the  world, 
They  leaned  in  windy  light,  and  far  below 
They  saw  across  vast  plains  a  westward  host 
Retreat,  as  when  a  great  defeated  queen 
Has  crossed  with  brighter  spears  the  slanting  pivers 
Of  sun,  and  far  away  low  moving  clouds, 
Where  chariots  raced  along  the  burning  gleam 
Of  ocean.     Terrible  within  the  west, 
Flaming  among  those  kingdomless  sea-mountains, 
And  bound  by  storm  against  stupendous  cliffs, 
Cuchullin  shone. 

Beneath  that  heading  blaze 
Far  waters  gleamed. 

But  darker  ocean  clouds 
Rolled  downward,  hiding  the  remoter  sunset. 
And  a  cry  rose,  as  when  some  royal  hound 
Is  slain.      Through  the  rapid,  shattering  clouds 
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Red  waters  glared,  as  when  tremendous  kingdoms 
Have  passed  away  forever.      Storm  slowly  climbed, 
With  burning  steps,  the  last  desolate  ridge, 
And  there  was  darkness  in  that  mighty  land. 


THE  END 


Bloody  Foreland,   1920-21. 


NOTE. 

Cuchullin,    pronounced  (Kuhullin). 

Lugh  ,,  {Loo). 

Ulad  (Ulster)         „  (Ulla). 

Domain  ,,  (dhowan). 
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